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excel, 
Nature's chief Maſter-Piece i is Pri- 
ting well ; 
And of all ſorts of Writing none 
there are 
That can the leaſt wich Poetry compare: 
No kind of Work requires ſo nice a touch, 


And it well finiſh'd, _—_ ſhines ſo much; 


But 


. 22 on Poetry. 

But Heaven forbid we ſhould be ſo profane, 

To grace the Fulgar with that ſacred Name; 
Tis nota Flaſh of Fancy which ſometimes 
Dazling our Minds, fets off the lighteſt Rhimes 3 
Bright as a Blaze, but in a Moment done; 13 | 
True Wit is everla Hing, like the Sun; 

Which tho ſometimes behind a Cloud retir'd, 
Breaks out again, and is by alladmir'd, 
Number, and Rhime, and that harmonious Sound, 
Which never does the Ear with Harſbneſ wound, 
Are neceſſary, yet but vulgar Arts, 

For all in yain theſe ſuperficial Parts 
Contribute to the Structure of the whole 
Without a Genius too, for that's the Soul; 

A Spirit which inſpires the Work throughout, 
As that of Nature moves the World about; 

A Heat, which glows i in ev'ry Word that's writ, 

Tis ſomething of Divine, and more thanWit ; -—- 

Itſelf unſeen, yet all things by it ſhown, 

Deſcribing all Men, but deſcrib'd by none, 

Where doſt thou dwell ? what Caverns of the Brain 
Can ſuch a vaſt, and mighty thing contain? 
When 1, at idle Hours, in vain thy abſence mourn, 
O where, doſt thou retire ? and why doſt thou return; 
Sometimes with pow'rful Charms to hurry me away 


„ 


From Pleaſures of the Night, and Bur neſg of t the Dor? 2 | 


Ev'n now too far tranſported, Iam fain 4 x 
To check thy Cou ſe, and uſe the needful Rein. 
As all is Dulzeſs, whenthe Fancy's bad, 

So without adgment Fancy is but mad; 
And Judgment has a boundleſs Influence, 
Not only in the choice of Words, or Senſe, 
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An Eſſay on Poetry. 
But on the World, on Manners, and on Men; 
Fancy is but the Feather of the Pen: | 


Reaſon is that ſubſtantial uſeful part, 
Which gains the Head, while Yother wins the Heart, 


Here I ſhould all the various ſorts of Verſe, 
And the whole Art of Poetry rehearſe, 
But who that Task can after Horace do? 
The beſt of Maſters, and Examples too! 
Ecchoes at beſt, all we can ſay is vain, ; 
Dull the Deſign, and fruitleſs were the pains 
Tis true, the Antients we may rob with eaſe, 
But who with that ſad ſhift himſelf can pleaſe, 
Without an A#or's pride? a Player's art 
Is above his, who writes a borrow'd part. 
Yet modern Laws are made for later Faults, 
And new Abſurdities inſpire new Thoughts; 
What need has Satyr then to live on Theft, 
When ſo much freſh occaſion ſtill is left? 
Fertile our Soil, and full of rankeſt Weeds, 
And Monſters worſe than ever Nilus breeds: 
But hold, the Fools ſhall have no cauſe to fear, 


"Tis Wit, and Senſe that is the Subject here; 


Defects of witty Men deſerve a cure, 
And thoſe who are ſo, wil ev'n this endure, 


Firſt then al Songs, which now ſo much abound, 
Without his * Song no Fop is to be found, 
A moſt offenſive weapon which he draws 
On all he meets againſt Apollo's Laws : 
Tho” nothing ſeems more eaſy, yet no part 
Of Poetry requires a nicer Art; | 
Songs. B 2 For 


4 An Efſay on Poetrg. 
For as in rows of richeſt Pearls there lies 
Many a blemiſh that eſcapes our eyes, 

The leaſt of which Deſects is plainly ſhewn 


In ſame ſinall Ring, and brings the value downy 
So Songs ſhould be to juſt Perfection wought ; 


Yet where cag we ſee one without a fault; | ö 


Exact Propriety of Words and Thought ? 
Expreſſion eaſie, and the Fancy high, 

Yet that not ſeem to creep, nor this to fly; 

No words tranſpos d, but in ſuch order all, 

As, tho' hard wrowght, may ſeem by chance to all. 
Here, as in all things elſe, is moſt unfit, 

Bare Ribaldry, that poor Pretence to Wit; 

Such nauſeous Songs by a late Author made 

Call an anwilling Cenſure on his Shade, 

Not that warm thoughts of the tranſporting Joy, 
Can ſhock the chaſteſt, or the niceftcloy ; 

But 0&/cene Wards, too groſs to move Deſire, 
Like Heaps of Feweldo but cboak the Fire. 

On other Themes he well deſerves our Praiſe, 
But palls that appetite he meant to raiſe, 


Next, *ELEGY, of ſweet, but ſalemn Voice, 
And of a Subject grave exacts the Choice, 
The praiſe of Beauty, Valour, Wit contains, 
And there too oft deſpairing Love complains : 
In vain alas, for who by Wit is mov'd, 
That Phenix ſhe deſerves to be belov'd; 
But zoiſy Nonſance, and ſuch Fops as vex 
Mankind, take moſt with that Fanraſtich Sex. 
This to the praiſe of thoſe who better knew; 
The Many raiſe the value of the Few, | 


Elegy. But 
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An Eſſay on Poetry. 7 
But here, as all our Sex too oft have try d, 
Women have drawn my wandring thoughts aide. 
Their greateſt fault who in this kind have writ, 
Is not defect in words, nor want of wit; 
But ſhould this Muſe harmonious numbers yield, 
And every couplet be with faney fild, 
It yet a juſt Coherence be not made 
Between each thought, and the whole Model laid 
So right, that every ſiep may higher riſe, 
Like goodly mountains, till they reach the Skies; 
Trifles like ſuch perhaps of late have paſt, 
And may be lik d a while, but never laſt; 
Tis Epigram, tis Point, tis what you will, 
But not an Elegy, nor writ with skill, 8 


No * Panegyrich, nor a f Cooper's-Hill, 


A higher flight, and of a happier force 
Are $ ODES, the Muſe's moſt unruly horſe, 
That bounds ſo fierce, the rider has no reſt, 
Bur foams at mouth, and moves like one poſſeft. 
The Poet here muſt be indeed inſpir'd, 
With Fury too, as well as fancy fir'd. 
Cowley might boaſt to have perform'd this part, 
Had he with Nature join'd the rules of Art; 
But ill Exprefion gives ſometimes Allay 
To that rich fancy, which can ne'er decay, 
Tho! all appear in heat, andfurydone, 
The Language ſtill muſt ſoft and aaſis run. 
Theſe laws may ſeem a little too ſevere, 
But Judgment yields, and Fancy governs there, 
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* Waller's, 4 Denham's. $ Pindarick Odes 
33 Which, 


6 An Efſay on Poetry. 
Which, tho' extravagant, this Muſe allows, 14 
And makes the work much eaſier than it ſne ws. 
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Of al the ways that wiſeſt men could find 
To mend the Age, and morrify Mankind, 
SATYR well writ has moſt ſucceſsful proy'd, 
And cures, becauſe the Remecy is lov'd. 
Tis hard to write on ſuch a ſi ubject more, 
Without repeating things ſaid oft before. 
Some vulgar errors only we remove, 
That ſtain a beauty, which ſo much we love. 
Of well choſe words ſome take not cate enough, * 
And think they ſhould be as the ſubject rough; 3 
This great work muſt be more exactly made, 
And ſharpeſt thoughts in ſmootheſt words convey'd: 
Some think, if ſharp enough, they cannot fail, 
As if their only bus neſs Was to rail oy 
But human frailty njcely to unſold, 
Diſlinguiſhes a Satyr from a Scold. | 
Rage you muſt hide, and prejudice 57 n 
A Satyr's Smile is ſharper than his Fron 7 
So, while you ſeem to ſight ſome rival youth, 
Malice it ſelf may paſs ſometimesfor Truth, 
The * Laureat here may juſtly claim our praiſe, 
Crown'd by + Mac-Fleckno with immortal Bays; 
Tho? prais'd, and puniſhd for another's F rhimes, 
His own deſerve as great applaufe ſometimes; 
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A famous Satyrical Poem of his, © 2u4 
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An Eſſay on Poetry; 7 
But once his Pegaſus has born dead weight, 
Rid by ſome lumpiſh Miniſter of State. 
Herereſt, my Muſe, ſuſpend my cares a while, 
A greater enterpriſe attendsthy toil; 
And as ſome Eagle that deſigns to fly: 
Along «nwonted journey through the sky, 
Conſiders all the dang'rous way betore, 
Over what Lands and Seas ſhe is to ſoar, 
Doubts her own ſtrength ſo far, and Juſtly/ fears 
That lofty road of Airy Traveller: ; 
But yet incited by ſome fair Jeſign, 
That does her Hope: beyond her Fears incline, 
Prunes ev'ry feather, views her ſelf with care, 
At laſt reſelv d, ſhe cleves the yieldiog air; 
Away ſhe flies, ſo ſtrong, ſo high, ſo * 
She Mert to ua, and is loft at laſt. 


So (dut too weak for ſuch a weighty thing). 
The Muſe inſpires a ſharper note to ſing; 
And why ſhould truth offend when only told 
To guide the Iynorant, and warn the Bold? 
On then, my Muſe, adventrouſly engage, 
To give Iuſtructions that concern the ſtage. 


The Unities of action, time and place, 
Which if obſerv'd, give * PLAYS ſo great a grace, 
Are, tho* but little practis d, too well known. 
To be taught here, where we pretend alone 
From nicer faults to purge the preſent age, 
Leſs obvious errors of the Engliſh i I 
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Firſt then, SOLLILOQUIES had need be few, 
Extremely ſhort, and ſpoke in Paſſion too; 
Our Lovers talking to themſelves for want 
Of others, make the Pit their Conſidant; 
Nor is the matter mended yet, it thus 
They truſt a friend, only to tell it us; 
Th' occaſion ſhould as naturally fall, 
As when * Bellaris confeſſes all. 


FIGURES of Speech, which Poets think ſo fine, 

Art's needleſs varniſh to make nature ſhine, 

Are all but Paint upon a beauteous Face, 

And in Deſcriptions only claim a place. 

But to make Rage declaim, and Grief diſcourſe, 

From Lovers in deſpair fine things to force; 

Muſt needs ſucceed, for who can chuſe but pity 

A dying Heto miſerably witty }Þ . 1 
But oh, the Dialogues, where jeſt, and mock, 1 
Is held up like a Reſt at Shittle- cock 

Or elſe like bells, eternally they chime, 

They ſigh in Similo, and die in Rhine. IR 
What Things are theſe; who would be Poets e 
By Nature not inſpir'd, nor Learning taught } 
Some wit they have, and therefore may deſerve. 

A better courſe than this by which they flarvs, 

But to write Plays! why 'tis a bold pretence 

To Judgment, Breeding, Wit, and Eloquence ; 

Nay more; for they muſt look within to find 
Thoſe ſecret Turns of Nature in the min 
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* Philaſter, a Play of Beawmont and Fletcher. © 
Without 
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Aw Efſay on Poetry. 
without this part in vain would be the whole, 
And but a body all without a ſoul: 
All this together yet is but a part 
Of Dialogue, that great, and pow'rful art, 
Now almoſt loſt, which the old Grecians knew, 
From whence the Romans fainter Copies drew, [ 
Scarce comprebended ſince but by a few : 
Plato, and Lucian are the beſt remains 

bf all the wonders, which this art contains: 

Let to our ſelves, we juſtice muſt allow, 

MF Shakeſpear, and Fletcher are the wonders now ; 
Conſider them, and read them o'er, and o'er, 
Go ſee them play'd, then read them as before. 


For tho' in many things they groſly fail, 
Over our paſſions ſtill they ſo prevail, 
That our own grief by their's is rock'd aſleep, 
The Dull are fore d to feel, the Wife to weep, 
Their beauties imitate, avoid their fauks ; 
p Firft on a Plor employ thy careful thoughts; 
| Turn it with time a thouſand ſev ral ways, 
This oft alone has giv'n ſucceſs to Plays: 
RejeR that vulgar Error which appears 
1 So fair, of making perfett Characters; 
There's no ſuch thing in nature, and you'lidraw 
A faultleſs Monſter, which the world ne'er ſaw ; 
Il Some Fault: muſt be, that bis misfortunes drew; 
A But ſuch as may deſerve compaſſion too. 
Beſides the main deſign compos'd with art, 
Each moving Stene mult be a Plot apart; 
d Contrive each little turn, mark every place, 
5 As Painters fiſt chalk out the future face; | 
Mat 35 Let: 


10 An Efſay on Poetry 
Yet be not fondly your owu ſlave for _— 
Bat _ hereafter what appears dees 


Think not ſo much where ſhiniag Wees to place, 


As what a man would ſay in ſucha cafe, 
Neither in Comedy will this ſuffice, 

The Player too muſt be before your eyes, 

And tho? 'tis drudgery to ſtoop (ojlow, | 

To him you muſt your utmoſt meaning ſhow. 


Expoſe no ſiagle fop, but lay the load 
More equally, and ſpread the foily broad; 
The other way is vulgar, oftwe ſee 
A fool derided by as bad as he; 

Hawks fly at nobler Game; in this low way 
Avery Owl may prove a Bird of Prey; 

Jil Poets ſo will one poor fop devour ;- 

But to collect, like Bees from every flower, © 
Ingredients to compoſe that precious juice, 


W bich ſerves the world for Pleaſure and for Uſe ;- 


In ſpight of faction this would fayour get: 
But * Falſtaff ſeems unimitable yet. 


Another fault which often does beſal, 
Is when the wit of ſome great Poet ſhall 
So overflow, that is, be none at all, 
That all his fools ſpeak Senſe, as if poſſeft, 
And each by Inſpiration breaks his Feſt; 
If once the Juſtneſ of each part be loſt, 
Well we may laugh, but at the oo coſt, 
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That ſilly thing, men call Sheer-Wit, avoid, 
With which our age ſo nauſeouſly is cloy d; 
Humour is all, Iii ſhould be only brought 
To turn agreeably ſome proper thought, 

But ſince the Poets we of late have known, 
Shine in no Dreſs ſo much as in their own, 
The better by Example to convince, 
Caſt but a View 5 ſenſe, 


Firſt aSoliloquy abends Tx 

Where every reaſon is exatHy weigh'd, _ 
Which once perform'd, moſt opportunely comes 
A Hero frighted at the noiſe of drums | 

For ber ſweet ſake, whom at firſt ſight he loves, 
And all in Metaphor his paſſion proves; 

But ſome ſad accident, tho' yer unknown, 
Parting this _ ae alone. 


He ftreight — * yet we know not * 5 
And to oblige his Rival, needs will ye: | 

But firſt he makes a Speech, wherein he tells 

The abſen3 Nymph bow much his flame excels, . 

And yet bequeaths her generouſly now 

To that dear rival whom he does not know, 

Who ſtreight appears (but who can fare withſtand?) 
Too late alas to hold his haſty hand, 

That juſt haſt given himſelf the cruel ſtroke, 
At which this very Stranger's heart is broke; * 
He more to his new friend than miſtreſs kind. - 
Moſt ſadly mourns at being left behind, 

Of ſuch adeath prefers the pleaſing Charm: 
vel, and living in 4 lady's arms. . | 
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And then they rail at thoſe they canner feels, SIE 


Conclude us only partial for the Dea. 
And grudge the ſign of old Ben. Faure heads | 
When the intriufick value of the ſtage. 

Can fcarce be judg d but by a following age; 

For dances, flutes, Italian ſongs, and rhime - 

May keep up ſinking nonſenſe for a time; 

But that may fail, which now ſo much ofer-rules | 
n pri boy eogpoge 52 


By painful ſteps we are attaft gotup - 
Parnaſſus hill, on whoſe bright airy top 
The * Epick Poets ſo divinely ſhow, 0 44 Ih 
And with juſt Pride behold the reft belo ss. 
Heroick Poems have a juſt pretence 107 u 
To be the utmoſt reach of human ſenſe, 
A work of ſuch ineftimable worth, 
There are but zwothe world has yet broughe forts, 
Homer and Virgil: with what awful found 
Do thoſe meer words the ears of Poets wound 1 
Juſt as a Changeling ſeems below the reſt 


Of men, or rather is a two- legg d beaſt, is ER) 


So thefe Gigantick ſouls amaz d we find 

As much above the reſt of human kind. 

Nature's whole ſtrength united ! endlefs fame, 

And univerſal ſhouts attend their name. 

Read Homer once, and you can read no more, 

For all things elſe appear o dull and poor, | 

Verſe will ſeem Proſe, yet often on him look, 

And you will hardly need another book. ds 
* Epick Poetry. Had 
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A Eſſay on Poetry. 
Had * Boſſ never writ, the world had fill, 
Like Indians, view'd this wondrous piece of skill. 

As ſomething of Divine the work admired, 

Nor hoped to be Inſtructed, but Inſpired; 

But he diſcloſing ſecret Myſteries, 

Has ſhewn where all the mighty Magick lies, 

Deſcrib'd the Seeds, and in what order ſown, 

That have to ſuch a vaſt proportion grown, 

Sure from ſome Angel he the Secret knew, 

Who thro' this Labyrinth has given the Clue! 

But what, alas, avails it poor mankind 

To ſee this promiſed Land, yet ſtay behind? 

The way is ſhewn, but who has ſtrength to go? 

Who can all Sciences exactly know? 

Whoſe Fancy flies beyond weak Reaſon's ſight, 

And yet has Fudgment to direct it right? 

Whoſe juſt diſcernment, Viril- like, is ſuch, 

Never to ſay too little, or too much? 

Let ſuch a man begin without delay, 

But he muſt do much more than I can ſay, 

Muſt above Cowley, nay, and Milton too prevail, 
mn where great Torquato, and our greater Spencer 
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Herber * be Nite, or Dries | 
| ſhore, BEEF 

”" The ſeeds of arts and infant ſciences, 

5 bore, 

'Tis {ure the noble ah tranſla. 
ted firſt, | 

Advanc'd its head in Grecian gardens nurſt. 1 

The Grecians added verſe, their tune ful ic tongue | 6284 i 


Made nature firſt, and nature's God their ſong, © 7 
or 
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W 75 f Earl of” Roſcomon, Se. 5 


Nor ſtopttraaſlition here : for conquering Rome _ 
With Grecias ſpoils, brought G nlmbers home; ;. 
Enrich'd by thoſe Atlenian Muſes more, 
Than all the yanquiſh'd worlg-cou'd yield defors, ©. 
Till barb rous nations -and-more-barb'rous times 
Debas'd the majeſty of verſe to rhimes; ; 
Thoſe rude at firſt : kind of hobbling proſe : 
That limp'd along, and tinckl d in the cloſe :. 

But 1aly reviving from the trance 

Of Vandal, Gath. and nu _hopapce; 

With pauſes, cadence, and well vowe!'d words, 

And all the graces a good car affards, 

Made rhyme an art, and Danee's poliſh'd page 

Reſtor'd a ſilver, not a golden age: 


Ther Petarch follbw'd, and'ityþim we n. 
What rhyme improy'd in all 5 4 
At beſt a pleaſing ſoind, a barb 


| The French purſu'd their ſtepsz and — laf 
1 In] manly ſweetneſs all the reſturpaſe d. 
The wit of Greece, the gravity of Rome 
Appeerexalted-in the Brio loomez + — 
The Muſes empire la teſtor d agen. 211 
In Charles his reign, and by Roſcomon's pen. 
Yet modeſtly he does his work ſurvey, ; 
And calls finiſh'dPoeman E A AT; 8 4 8 
For all the needful rules are ſcatter'd here 5 5 „ 
Truth ſmoothly told; and pleaſantly ſevere, - \,/ 
(Sa well his art diſguis d, tor nat ure to appear) 
Nor need thoſe rules to give tranſlation light; 
His own example is a flame ſo bright; 
That he, who but arrives to copy well, 
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To-the Earl of Roſcomon, Gr. 16 


Searce his own Horace.cou'd ſuch Rules ordain ; 

Or his own Virgil ſing a nobler ſtrain. 

How much in him may riſing Ireland boaſt, 

How much in gaining him has Britain loſt!. 

Their iſland in revenge has ours reclaim d; 

The more inſtructed we, the more we ſtill are ſham'd. 

Tis well for us his generous blood did flow 

Deriv'd f. om Britiſu channels long ago, 

That here his conquering anceſtors were nurſt; 

And Ireland but tranſſated England firſt: 

By this repriſal we regain our right, 

Elſe muſt the two contending nations fight: 

A nobler quarrel for his native earth, 

Than what divided Greece for Homer's birth. 

To what perfection will our tongue arrive, 

How will invention and tranſlation thrive, 

When authors nobly born will bear their part, 
And nor diſdain the inglorious praiſe of art! 

Great Generals thus deſcending from command, 

With their own toil provoke the ſoldiers hand, 

How will ſweet Ovid's ghoſt be pleas'd to hear 

His fame augmented by an Engliſh Peer *, 

How he embelliſhes his Helen's loves, 

Outedoes his ſoftneſs, and bis ſenſe improves? 

When theſe tranſlate, and teach tranſlators too, 

Nor firſtling kid, nor any yulgar vow 

$bou'd at Apollo's grateful Altar ſtand; 

Roſcomon writes, tothat auſpicious hand, | 

Muſe feed the bull that ſpurns the yellow ſand. 
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* The Earl of Murlgrave. 


10 To the Earl ef Roſcomon, v6. . 


Roſcomon, whom both court and camps commend, 
True to his prince, and faithful to bisfriend; 
Roſcomon firſt in fields of honour known, 

Firſt in the peaceful triumphs of the gown , 

Who both Miner vas juſtly makes his own, 

Now let the few belov'd by Fove, and they, 
Whom infus'd Tiran form'd of better clay, 

On equal terms of ancient wit ingage, 

Nor mighty Homer fear, nor ſacred Virgit's page: 
Our Engliſh palace opens wide in ſtate z 

And without ſtooping they may paſs the gate. 


| 
| 
| 
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Kory a 1 Repairs ſo well our old Horatian way; 
bn By And happy you, who by propitious fate 
5. oa great Apellos facred Standard wait. 
And with ſtrict᷑ Difcipline inſtructed right, 

Have learnt to uſe your Arms before you fight. 

But ſince the Preſs, the Pulpit, and the Srage 

N Conſpire to cenſure, and expoſe the Age; 

Provok d too far we reſolutely muſt 

To the few Virtues that we have be juſt. 

For who have long'd, or who have labour d more : 


To ſearch the Treaſures of the Roman Store, 
Or dig in Grecian Mines for purer Oar ? 


The 8 


22 As Eſſay on Tranſlated Verſe. 


The nobleſt fruits tranſplanted in our iſle, 
Wich early hope, and fragrant bloſſoms ſmile. 


| . Familiar Ovid tender thoughts inſpires, 
| And nature ſeconds all his ſoft deſires; 
| _ Theoeritus does now to us belong; 


= And Albion's rocks repeat his rural ſong. 

| Who hath not heard how Iraly was bleſt, 
Above the Mede, above the wealthy eaſt ? 
Or Gallus ſong, ſo tender and ſo true, 
As ev'n Lycoris might with pity view. 
When mourning nymphs attend their Daphness hetſe, 
Who doth not weep, that reads the moving verſe. 
But hear, O hear, in what exalted ſtrains | 
Scicilian Muſes thro' theſe happy plains, ; 
Proclaim ſaturnian times, our own Apollo reigns ? 


When France had breath'd after inteſtine broils, 
And peace and conqueſt crown'd her foreign toils, 
There (cultivated by a royal hand) 

Learning grew faſt, and ſpread, and bleſt the land; 
The choiceſt books that Rome and Greece haye known, 
Her excellent tranſlators made her own, 
And Europe ſtill conſiderably gains, 
Both by their good example and their pains. 
From hence our generous emulation came, 
We undertook, and we perform'd the ſame: 
But now we ſhey the world another way, 
And in tranſlated verſe do more than they. 
Serene and clear harmonious Horace flows, 
With ſweetneſs not to be expreſt in proſe, 
Degrading proſe explains his meaning ill, 
. ſhews the tuff but not the workman's skill. 
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An Ely on Tranſtated Verſe. 23 
1 who haveſerv'd him more than twenty years, : 
Scarce know my maſter as he there appears. 
Vain are our neighbourg hopes, and vain their cares, 
The fault is more the languages than theirs. 
Tis courily florid, and abounds in words, 
Of ſofter ſound than ours perhaps affords; 
Put who did ever in French authors ſee 
The comprehenſive Engliſh energy? 
The weighty bullion of one Qerkngline, - 5 
Drawn in French wite would thro? whole Pages ſhine, 
I (peak my private but impartial ſenſe, - 
With freedom, andi hope without offence 
For I'll recant,' when France can new me wit, 
As ſtrong as ours, and as ſueeinctly writ. 
Tis true compoſing is the nobler part, 
But good tranſlating is no eaſy art: 
For tho* materials have long ſinee been found, 
Yet both your fancy and your hands are bound. 
And by improving what was writ before, 
Invention labours leſs, but judgment more. 
The ſoil intended tor Pierian ſeedo. bf 
Muſt be well purg'd from ranł pedantick weeds, 
Apollo ſtarts, and all Parnaſſus ſhakes} ' 
At the rude rumbling Baralipton makes. 
For none have been with admiration read. 
But who beſide their learning were well bred. 
The firſt great work (a task perform'd by tew) 
Is that yourſelf may to yous ſelf be true; 
No maſque, no tricks, no favour, no reſerye 
Diſle& your mind, examine ev'ry nerve. 
Whoever yainly on his ſtrength depends, 
Begins like Virgil, but like Ma vius ends. 


1 
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24 An Eſſay onTranſlated Perſe. 
That wretch (in ſpite of his forgotten rhymes) 
Condema'd to live in all ſucceeding times; 


With pompous nonſenſe, and a bellowing ſound, 


Sung lofty Ilm, tumbling to the ground. 

And (it my muſe can thro' paſt ages ſee) 

That nauſeous noiſy, gaping fool was he. 
Exploded when with univerſal ſcorn, 

The mountainslabour'd, and a mouſe was born. 
Learn, learn, Crotona's brawny wreltler cries, 
Audacious mortals, and be timely wiſel 

Twas I that call, remember Milo's end, 
Wedg'd in that timber, which he ſtrove to rend. 
Each poet with a different talent writes, 

One praiſes, one iuſtructs, another bites, 


Horace did ne er aſpire to epick bays, 


Nor lofty Maro ſtoop to lyrick lays, 

Examine how your humour is inclin'd, | 
And which the ruling paſſion of your mind; 
Then, ſeek a poet who your way do's bend, 
And chuſe an author, as you chuſe a friend. 
United by this ſympathetick bond, 

You grow familiar, intimate, and fond ; 


Your thoughts, your words, your tiles, your ſouls 


A agree; | 
No longer bis interpreter, but he. 


With how mucbeaſeisa young Muſe betray'd, 


How nice the reputation of the maid! 

Your early, kind, paternalcare appears, 
By chaſte inſtruction of her tender years. 
The firſt impreſſion in her infam breaſt 
Milte the deepeſt, and ſhould be the beſt, 


Let 


An Eſſay on Tranſlated Perſe. 27 
Let no auſterity breed ſeryile fear, | 
No wanton ſcund offend her yirgin ear. 
Secure from fooliſh pride's affected ſtate, 
And ſpecious flat'ry's moſt pernicious bait, 
Habitual innocence adorns her thoughts, 
But your negle@ muſt anſwer for her faults, 


Immodeſt words admit of no deſence; 
For want of decency, is want of ſenſe. 
W hat mod”rate fop wou'd rake the park, or ſtews, 
Who among troops of faultleſs nymphs may chule ? 
Variety of ſuch is to be found; 
Take then a ſubje& proper to ex pound: 
But moral, great, and worth a poet's voice, 
For men of ſenſe deſpiſe a trivial choice; 
And ſuch applauſe it muſt expect to meet, 
As would ſome painter, buſy in the ſtreet, 
To copy bulls and bears, and ey'ry ſign 
That calls the ſtaring ſots to naſty wine. 


Vet ' tis not all to have a ſubject good, 
It muſt delight us when tis underſtood. 
He that brings fulſome objects to my view, 
(As many old have done, and many new) 
With nauſeous images my fancy fills, 
And all goes down like oxymel of £;uils, 
Inſtruct the liſt'ning world how Maro ſings * 
Of uſeful ſubjects, and of lofty things. 
Theſe will ſuch true, ſuch bright idea's raiſe, 
As merit gratitude, as well as praiſe. 
But foul deſcriptions are offenſive ſtill, 


Either for being like, or being ill. . 
C For 


* 
* 


26 An Eſſay on Tranſlated Verſe. 

For who, without a qualm, hath ever lookt, 

On holy garbage, tho* by Homer cookt ? 

W hoſe railing heroes, and whoſe wounded gods, 
Make ſome ſuſpect, he ſnores, as well as nods. 
But 1 offend-— Virgil begins to frown, 

And Horace looks with indignation down. 

My bluſhing muſe with conſcious fear ret res, 
And whom they like, implicitly admites. 


; 
N 
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On ſure foundations let your fabrick riſe, 
And with attractive majeſty ſurpriſe, | 
Not by affected, meritorious arts, 
But ſtrict harmonious ſymmetry of parts. 
Which thro* the whole, inſenſibly muſt paſs, 
With vital heat to animate the maſs, 
© A pure, an active, an auſpicious flame, 
And bright as heav'n, from which the bleſſing came; 
But few, oh few, ſouls preordain'd by fate, 
The race of gods, have reacht that enyy'd height. 
No rebel Titans ſacrilegious crime, 
By heaping hills on hills can thither climb. 
The griſly ferry-man of hell deny'd 
FEneas entrance till/te knew his guide; 
How juſtly then will impious mortals fall, 
Whoſe pride would ſoar to heaven without a call 2 
Pride (of all others the moſt dang'rous fault ;) 
Proceeds from want of ſenſe, or want of thought, 
The men who labour and digeſt things moſt, 
Will be much apter to deſpond than boaſt, 
For if your author be profoundly good, 
'Twill coſt you dear before he's underſtood, 
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An Eſſay on Tranſlated Perſe. 27 

How many ages ſince has Virgil writ? 
How few are they who underſtand him yet? 
Approach his altars with religious fear, 
No vulgar deity inhabits there; 
Heay'n ſhakes not more at Fove's imperial nod, 
Than. poets ſhould before their Manruan God, 
Hail mighty Maro! may thy ſacred name, 
Kindle my breaſt, with thy celeſtial flame; 
Sublime ideas, and apt words infuſe, | 
The muſe inſtruct my voice, and thou inſpire my mufe; 
What I have inſtanc'd only inthe beſt, 
Is in proportion true of all the reſt, 
Take pains the genuine meaning to explore, 
There west, there ſtrain, there tug the laborious oar. 
Search ev ry comment that your care can find, 
Some here, ſome there, may hit the poet's mind; 
Yet be not blindly guided by the throng; 
The multitude is always in the wrong. 
When things appear unnatural,” and hard, 
Conſult your author with himſelf compar'd; 
Who knows what bleſſing Phabus may beftow, 
And future ages to thy labour owe? 

ch ſecrets are not eaſily found ont, | 
But once diſcoyer'd leave no room 4 doubt, 
Truth ſtamps conviction in the raviſht breaſt, 
And peace and joy attend the glorious gueſt. 


Truth till is one; truth is divinely bright, 
No cloudy doubts obſcure her native light; 
While in your thoughts you find the leaſt debate, 
You may confound but neyer can tranſlate, 


28 An Eſſay on Tranſlated Pere, 


Your ſtile will this thro! all diſguiſes ſhew, 
For none explain more clearly than they know. 


He only prbves he underſtands Ftext, TT} 

Whoſe expoſition leaves it unperplext, V. 

They who too faithfully on names iuſiſt. O1 

Rather create, than diſſipate the milt ; T] 

And grow unjuſt by being over nice, In 

(For ſuperſtitious virtue turns to vice) Eons Bu 

Let Craſſus ghoſt, and Lab ienus tell, As 

How twice in Parthian phins their legions fell Fo 

Since Rome hath been ſo jealous of her fame, ST] 

Few know Pacorus or Moneſes name, | WW 

Words in one language elegantly us'd, De 

Will hardly in another be excugd : - | Ur 

And ſome that Rome admir'd in Caſars time, Sl 

May neither ſuit our genius, nor our clime. Bu 

| The genuine ſenſe intelligibly told, of Ar 
| -Shews a tranſlator both diſcreetand bold. | Ye 
| | Fo 


Excurſions are inexpiably bad, 
And tis much ſafer to leave out, than add. 


Abſtruce and myſtick thoughts you muſt expreſs, H: 
With painful care, and ſeeming eaſineſs, As 
For truth ſhines brighteſt thro” the plaineſtdreſs. * Tl 
Th ZEnean muſe, when ſhe prepares in ſtate, —_ W 
Makes all YJove's thunder on her.yerſeswait. | W 
Jet writes ſometimes as ſoft, and moving thing, Ar 
As venus ſpeaks, or Philomela (ings. W 
Your author-always will the beſt adviſe, Bu 
Fall when he falls, and when he riſes tiſe. (E 
94 Fo 
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An Eſſay on Tranſlated Perſe. 


Aflected noiſe, is the moſt wretched thing, 
That to contempt, can empty ſeriblers bring. 


V-owels and accents regularly plac'd, 

On even ſyllables, (and till the laſt.) 

Tho' groſs innumerable faults abound, 
Inſpight of nonſenſe never fail of ſound. 
But this is meant of even verſe alone, 

As being moſt harmonious and moſt known. 
For if you will unequal numbers try, 


Their accents on odd ſyllables muſt lie. 


Whatever ſiſter of the ſacred nine, 
Does to your ſuit a willing ear incline, 
Urge your ſucceſs, deſerve a laſting name, 


Slie*}l crown a grateful, and a conſtant flame. 


But if a wild uncertainty prevail, 

And turn your veering heart with ev'ry gale, 
You loſe the frutr vt afl your former care: 
For the {ad prof! peR of a ſaddeſpair;. 


A quack (too ſcandalouſly mean to name) 
Had by man- midwifry got wealth and fame, 
As if Lucina had forgot the trade, 

The lab' ring wife invokes his ſurer aid. 
Well ſeaſon'd bowls, the goſſips ſpirits raiſe, 


Who while ſhe guzzles, chats the door's praiſe. 
And largely what ſhe wants in words, ſupplies 


With maudling eloquence of trickling ey es. 
But what a thoughtleſs animal is man, 
(How very active in his own trepan!). 

For greedy of phyſicians frequent fees, 


From female mellow praiſe he takes degrees? 
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30 A EſeyouTranſlated Perſe. 


Struts in a new unlicens'd gown, and then. 
From ſaving women falls to killing x men.. 
Another ſuch had left the nation thin, 

In ſpight of all the children be broughti in. 

His pills, as thick aghand granadoes flew.. 

And where they tell, as certainly they flew. 

His name ſtruck ev'ry where a as great a damP- 
As Arehimedesthro' the Roman cam P. 
With this, the doctor's pride began t to cool, 
For ſmarting ſoundly may convince a fool. 

But now repentance came too late, tor grace; 
And meager famine ſtar'd him in the face. 

Fain would he to the wives be reconcil'd, 

But tound no husband left to own a child. 

The friends, that got the brats were poy ſon d too; 
In this fad caſe what could our vermin do? 
Worry'd with debts, and paſt all hope of bail, 
The unpity'd wretch lies rotting in a jail, 

And there with basket alms, ſcarce kept aliye, 
Shews how miſtaken talenis ought to thrive. 


I pity, from my ſoul, unhappy men, 
Compell'd by want to proſtituie their pen; 
Who muſt, like lawy ers, either ſtarve or plead,. 
And follow, right or wrong, Where guineas lead 3 
But you, Popapiliay, wealthy, pamper d heirs, 
W ho to your country owe your ſwords and cares, 
Let no yain hope your eaſie mind ſeduce, 
For rich ill poets ate without excuſe, = 


"Tis very dang'rous, tamp'ring with a muſe 
The profits ſmall, aad you have much to loſe ; 
a For, 


"ry 


— 


R c ot 2, % 


An Eſſay on Tranſlated Perſe. 31 
For, tho' true wit adorns your birth or place, | 
Degenerate lines degrade th'attainted race, 

No poet any paſſion can excite ; 


- Bat what they feel tranſport ibem when they write. 


Have you been led through the Cumæan cave, 

And heard th' impatient maid divinely rave? 

I hear her now; Iſee her rowling eyes, 

And panting ; lo! the god, the god ſhe cries; 

With words, not hers and mare than human ſound, 

She makes th' bedient ghoſts peep tremb liog uno the 
ground. 

But tho' we muſt obey when heav'n commands 

And man in vain tie ſacred call withſtands, 

Beware, what ſpixit rages in your breaſt, 

For ten inſpir'd ten thauſand are poſſeſt. 

Thus make the proper uſe of each extreme, 

And write with tury, but correct with Flame, 

As when the chearful hours doo freely pals, _ 

And ſparkliag wine ſanies in the. tempting glafs, 

Your pulſe adviſes, and begins to beat 

Through every ſwolling ve a loud retreat. 

So when a muſe-prapitiouſly invites, 

Improve her favoum, nud indulge her flights, 

But when you find that uvigorous heat abate, 

Leave off, and for another ſummons wait. 

Before the t adiant ſun, a glimm ling lamp, 

Adult'rate metala ta the ſterling ftamp, 

Appear not meaner, than mere humane lines, 

Com par 'd with thoſe whoſe infpiration ſbines , 

Theſe, nervous, bold; thoſe languid andremils; 

There, cold ſalutes, but, here, a lover ile, 


Ss C 5 [54 Thus 


32 An Eſay onTranſlated Verſe. 
Thus have Lſeena rapid, headlong tide, 


With foaming waves the paſſive ſoax divide, 
Whoſe lazy waters without motion lay, 


While he, with eager force, urg'd his impetuous way. 


The priviledge that antient poets claim 
Now turn'd to licenſe but too juſt a name, 
Belongsto none but an eſtabliſht W 
Which ſcorns to take i- 


Abſurd expreſſions, crude, abortive thoughts, 
All the le yd legion of exploded fau'ts, 


Baſe fugitives to that aſylum fly, 

And ſacred laws with inſolence defy. 

Not thus our heroes of the former days, 
Deſerv'd and gain'd their never fading bayes ; 
For I miſtake, or far the greateſt part, 

Of what ſome call neglect was ſtudy'dart. 
When Virgil ſeems to trifle in a line, 


Tis like a warning-piece, which gives the ſign 


To wake your faney, and prepare your ſight, 


To reach the noble height of ſome unuſual flight. 


I loſe my patience, when, with ſaucy pride, 
By untun'd ears I hear his numberstry'd. / 
Reverſe of nature! ſhallſuch copies, then 
Arraign th' originals of Maro's pen! 
And the rude notions of pedantick ſchools, 


Bla ſpheme the facred founder of our rules l 


The delicacy of the niceſt ear 
Finds nothing harſh, or out of order there. 
Sublime or low, unbended or intenſe, _ 
The ſound is ſtill a comment to the ſenſe. 


; 
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An Hay on Tranſlated Verſe. 33 


A skilful ear, in numbers ſhou'd preſide, 
And all diſputes without appealdecide, 
This antient Rome, and elder Athens found, 
Before miſtaken ſtops debauch'd the ſound, 


When, by impulſe from heaven, Tyrtaus ſung, 
In drooping ſoldiers a new courage ſprung, | 
Reviving Sparta now the fight maintain'd, / 
And that twogen'rals loſt, a poet gain'd. | 
By ſecret influence of indulgent skies, 
Empire, and poeſy together riſe, 
True poets are the guardians of a ſtate, 
And when they fail, portend approaching fate. 
For that which Rome to conqueſt did inſpire, 
Nas not the veſtal, but the muſes fire 
Heavens joyns the bleſſings, no declining age, 
Ler felt the raptures of poetick rage. 


Of many faults, rhyme is (perhaps) the cauſe, 
Too ſtrict to rhyme we flight more uſctul laws. 
For that, in Greece or Rome, was never known, 
Till by barbarian deluges o'erflown, 

Subdu'd, undone, they did atlaſt, obey. 
And change 0 own for their inyaders way. 


I grant viſion an moſſie idol oak 
In double rhymes our Thor and Woden ſpoke * 
And by ſueceſſion of unlearned times, 


As bards bagan, ſo monks rung on the chimes. ; | 
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But now that Phaky: and the "PR Ong | x 
With all their beams on our bleſt iſland ſhine, . 0 
Why ſhould not we their ancient rights reſtore. 3 


And be, what Rome or Athens were before? 


Haue e ee Raphael'snam'rous proſe 


Let our exalted ſouls through heavenly camps, 


* And mark'd the ground where proudepoſiate thrones,. 
Dey d Jehova! here, 'twixt hoſt and hoſt, 

( A narrow but a dreadful inter val) 

Portentous ſight | before tha cloudy van, 

Satan with vaſi and baughty rides aduani'd,. 

Came touꝰ xing arm d in adamant and gold. 

There bellowing engines with their fiery tubes 

Difpers'd atherial forms, and down they fall, 

By thouſanils, augels, or arch-angels ran I d; 


Recover d, to the hills they ran, they flaw, 
Which with their pond rous load, rocks, waters, woods, 


From their fit m ſeals torn by their ſpaggy tops 
They bore, lite ſhields before them thro' the air, 
Till more incen d, they hurl d:them an their foes. 


All was conſuſi on, 8 ſhook, 


For MichaeP's am main promoneariecflung,. 
And overpreſt their legians weak with ſin; 
Fet they blaſphem d, ond ſtruggled as they lay, 


Vll the great enſgu of Meſliah blex'd, 


And (arm'd with uegeance) God's vitherioxs ſon, 


_— 


_ .* n Eſſay on blank verſe, aut of the 6th. book of 
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6 ' Graſping ten 9 chick hevd, 
- Drove eh aldvriginal rebels hoadlong down, 
Anu them flaming to thevaſt abyſ3. 
O may I live to hail the glorious day, 
And ſing loud pæans tho” the crouded way, 
When in triumphant ſtate the Brie; muſe, 
True to herſelf all barbꝰrous aid refuſe; 
And in the Roman majeſty appear, 
Which none know better, and none come ſo near, 
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— —51 quid noviſti re-tins iſtis, e 
Candidus imperti; ſi non, his utere mecum. Horat. 
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IS hard to ſay, if greater want of skill 

Appear in writing or in judging ill; 

But, of the two, leſs dang'rous is th' of- 
fence, © oe. 

To tire our patience, than miſlead our ſenſe :. 

Some few inthat, but numbers err in this, 

Ten cenſutes wrong for one who writes amils ; 
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An Eſay on Criticiſm. 37 
tool might once himſelf alone expoſe, CONE 
Now one if verle makes many more in proſe. 


"Tis with our judgments as our watches, none 
Go juſt alike, yet each believes his own. . 
Io poets as true genius is but rare, 
True taſte as ſeldom is the critick's ſpare ; 
Both muſt alike from heaven derive their light, 
Theſe born to judge, as well as thoſe to write. 
* Let ſuch teach others who themſelves excel, 
And cenſure freely who have written well. 
Authors are partial to their wit, 'tis true, 
But are not criticks to their judgment too 


— 


Vet if we look more cloſely, we ſhall find 
+ Moſt have the ſeeds of judgment in their mind; , 
Nature affords at leaſt a glimm'ring light; 
The lines, tho touch'd but faintly, are drawn right. 
But as the ſligbteſt sketch, if juſtly trac'd, | 
Is by ill col'ring but the more diſgrac'd, . | 0 
So by falſe learning is good ſenſe defac d; 
— Some are bewilder'd in the maze of ſchools, 
And ſome made coxcombs, nature meant but fools :_ 
In ſearch of wit theſe loſe their common ſenſe, 
And then turn criticks in their own defence. 
Thoſe hate as riyalsall that write; and others 
But envy wits, as eunuchs envy lovers. | 
fo BPRS Ta ey 190; 4a Hay IRTP rms — 
; a De Piftore Sculptore, Eiftore, niſi Artifex ju- 
ditare non poteſt, Pliny. 2 
+ Omnes tacito quodam ſenſu, ſat ulla arte, aut ra- 
tione, qua ſint in artibus, ac rationibus red, ac praua di- 
e. Gs. da Orar, lib. 3. i 
7 5 All. 
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All fools have ſtill an itchingto deride, 

And fain wou'd be upon the laughing ſide : 

It Mavius ſeribble in Apollos ſpight, , 
There are, who judge ſtill worſe than he can write. 


Some have at firſt for wits, then poets paſt 
Turn'd criticks next, and prov'd plain fools atlaſt ; 
Some neither can for wits, nor criticks pals, 

As heavy mulesare neither horſe, nor aſs, 

Thoſe half-learn'd witlings, num'rqus in our iſle, | 
As half-torm'd inſe&s on the banks of Nile; 
Unfiniſh'd things, one knows not what to call, 
Their generation's ſo equivocal ; 

Totell'em, wou'd a hundred tongues require, 

Or one vyainwit's, that wou'da hundred tire. 


But you, who ſeek to give, and merit fame, 
And juſtly bear a critick's noble name, 
Be ſure your ſelf, and your own reach to know, 
How far your genius, taſte, and leargipg go; 
Eaunch not beyond your depth. but be diſcreet, 


And mark that point where ſenſe, and dulueſs meet. 


Nature to all things fix d the limits fit, 


And wilely curb'd proud man $ pretending wit: 
As on the land while here the ocean gains, 


In other E it leaves wide ſandy plains: 


Thus in the ſoul while. memory prevails, 
The [olid pow'r of underſtanding fails; 
Where beams of warm imagination Play, 
The memory's ſoft figures melt away: 
Que ſcience only will one genius t; 
aue e narrow human wit? 
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An Efſay on Criticiſm. zo 
Not only bounded to peculiar arts, 

But ev'nin thoſe, eonſin d to ſingle parts. 

Like kings we loſe the conqueſts gain'd before, 

By vain ambition ſtill ꝰ extend them more: 


Each might his ſev'ral province well command, 
Wou'd all but ſtoop to what they underſtand, 


Firſt follow nature, and your judgment ſrame 
By ber juſt ſtandard, which is ſtill the ſame : - 
Unerring nature, ſtill divinely bright, 
One clear, unchang'd, and univerſal light, 
Life, force, and beauty, muſt to all impart, . 
At once theſource, and end, and teſt of art. 
Phat art is beſt which moſt reſembles her, 
Which ſtill preſides, yet never does appear; 
In ſome tair body thus the iprightly foul 
With ſpirits feeds, with vigour fills-the whole, 
Each motion guides, and ey'ry nerve ſuſtains; - 
Itſelf unſeen, but in th' effects, remains. 
There are whom heav'n has bleſt with ſtore of wit, . 
Yet want as much again to manage it; | 
For wit, and judgment ever are at ſtriſe, 
Tho? meant eachother's aid, like man and — 
"Tis more to guide than ſpur the muſe's * 
Reſtrain his fury, than pravoke his ſpeed; | 
The winged courfer, like a gen'rous horſe, 
Shows maſt true mettle, We red check is coul. 


WI 


Thoſe rules of old diſcover'd, not devie d. 
Are nature ſtill, but nature methodia d; 
Nature, like monarchy, is but reſttain'd, 
By the ſame laws, which firſt herſelf ordain d. 
ord. Firſt 


. 
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Firſt learned Greece juſt precepts did indite, | 
When to repreſs, and when indulge our flight: 
High on Parnaſſus top her ſons ſhe ſhow'd, 
And pointed out thoſe arduous paths they trod, 
Held from afar, alotr, .th"immortal prize, 
And urg'd the reſt by equal ſteps to riſe; 
From great examples uſeful rules are giv'n ; 
She drew from them, what they deriv'd from heav'n. 
The gen'rous critick ſann'd the poets fire, 
And taught the world, with reaſon to admire. . 
Then criticiſm the mute's handmaid prov'd, 
To dreſs her-charms, and make her more beloy'd ; 
Bu: following wits from that intentionſtray'd; = 
Who could not win the miſtreſs, woo'd the maid, þ 
Set up themſelves, and drove a ſep'rate trade. 
Againſt the poets their own arms they turn'd, 
Sure to hate moſt the men, from whom they learn'd. 
So modern *pothecaries, taught the art 
By do@or's bills to play the doQor's part, 
Bold in the practice of miſtaken rules, 
Preſcribe, apply, and call their maſters fools. 
Some on the leaves of antient authors prey, 
Nor time, nor moths e er ſpoil'd ſo much as they: 
Some dryly plain, without invention's aid, _ 
Write dull receits how poems may be made: 
Theſe loſt the ſenſe, their learning to diſplay, . 
And thoſe ex F meaning quite away. 


You then, whoſe Jorgment the ght courſe mou 
ſteer, 22 
© antient's proper character "3 


His 


An Eſſay on Criticiſm. 4a: 
His fable, ſubje&, ſcope in ev'ry page, 
Religion, country, genius of his age: 
Without all theſe at once before your eyes, 
You may confound, but never criticiſe, 
Be Homer's works your ſtudy and delight, 
Read them by day, and meditate by night, 
Thence form your judgment, thence your notions 
bring, 
And trace the muſes upwards to their ſpringʒ 
Still with it ſelf compar'd, his text peruſe; 
And let yaur comment be the mantuan muſe, 


When firſt great Maro in bis boundleſs mind 
A work, t'outlaſt immortal Rome, deſign d, 
Perhaps he ſeem'd above the critick'slaw, 
And but from nature's fountain ſeorn'd4o draw: 
But when examine ev ry part he came; | 
Nature, and Homer were, he found, the ſame :- 
Convinc'd, amaz'd, he check'd the bold deſign, 
And did his work to rules as ſtrict confine, [5 
As if the Stagyrite o'erlook'y] each line. 
Learn hence for antient rules a juſt eſteem ; 
To copy nature is to copy them. 


Some beauties yet no precepts can declare; 
For there's a happineſs, as well as care, 
Muſick reſembles poetry, in each 
Are nameleſs graces, which no method teach, - 
And which a maſter-hand alone can reach. 


11% 
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+ If, where the rules not far enough extend, 

(Since rules were made byt to pramgte-their end) 
Some lucky licence anſwers tothe full | 

The intent propos'd, that licence is a rule. 

Thus Pegaſus, a nearer way to take, q 

May boldly deviate from the cammon track. 

Great wits ſometimes may gloriouſly affe ud. 

And riſe to faults true critieks date not mend; 

From vulgar bounds with brave diſorder part. 

And ſnatch a grace beyond the reach of art, 
Which, without paſſing thro? the judgment, gaius 
The heart, and all its end at once attains, 6 
In proſpe&s thus, ſome oþjefts-pleate dur ejes, 7 
W hich out of nature's commanatder tiſa, | c 
The ſhapeleſs rock, or hanging pracipice. 

But carę in poetry muſt ill be had, 

It asks diſcretion eyꝰn in tuning adj 
And tho the antients thus their rules inbade. 
(As kings diſpenſe with laws themſelves have made) 
Moderns, beware! ar if jan muſt affeng 
Againſt the precept ne er tranſgteſs its and, 

Let it be ſeldom, and campell'd by need, 

And have, at leaſt, their precedent to plead. . 

The critick elſe proceeds without remorſe, . 


Seizes your fame, and puts bis las in force... - 


I know there are, to whoſe pre ſumptuous thoughts 
Thoſe freer beauties, ev'n in them, ſeems faults: 
+ Neque tam ſantta ſunt iſta Precepta, ſed hot quic- 
guid eft, Utilitas excogitavit ; Non negabo autem ſic utile 
afſe plerumque; verum ſi eadem illa nobis aliud ſuadebit u- 
ialitas, hanc, relifis magiſtrorum autoritatibus, ſeque- 
mur. Quintil. I. 2. cap. 13. 3 
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An Efſay on Criticiſin. 43: 
Some figures monſtrous, and miſ-ſhap'dappear, 
Conſider'd ſingly, or beheld too near, 
Which, but proportion'd to their light, or place, 
Due diſtance reconcilesto.form and grace.. 
A prudent chief nat always muſt diſplay 
His pow'rs in equal ranks, and fair array, 


hut with th' occaſion, and the place comply. 


Oft hide his force, nay ſeem ſometimes to fly. 

Thoſe are but ſtratagems, which errors ſeem. 

Nor is it Homer nods, but we that dream. 

Still green wich bays each antient altar ſtands, 

Above the reach of ſacrilegiaus bands, 

Secure from flames, from enyy's fiercer rage, 

Deſtructive war, and all deyouring age. 

See, from each clime the learn'd their incenſe bring; 

Here, in all tongues triumphant pzans ring; 

In praiſe ſo juſt let ev ry voice be join d, 

And fill the gen'ral chorus of mankind}: 

Hail bards triumphant! born in happier days; 

Immortal heirs of univerſal praiſe; 

Whoſe honours with increaſe of agesgrow, 

As ſtreams roll down, enlarging as they flow! 

Nations unborn your mighty names hall ſound, 

And worlds applaud. that muſt not yet be found 3: 

Oh may ſome ſpark of. your celeſtial fire 

The laſt, the-meaneſt of your ſons inſpire, 

(That with weak. wings, fram far, purſues — 
flights; 

Glows while he reads, but trembles as he writes) 

To teach yain wits that ſcience little known, 

T'admire ſuperior ſenſe, and doubt their own? 


of 
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| FT 
Of all the cauſes which conſpire to blind -H 
Man's erring judgment, and miſguide the mind, 
What the weak head with ſtrongeſt byaſs rules, 
Is pride, the neyer failing vice of fools: V 
Whatever nature has in worth deny'd, St 
She gives in large recruits of needful pride ; V 
For as in bodies, thus in ſouls, we find N 
What wants in blood, and ſpirits, ſwell'd with wind; T 
Pride, where wit fails, ſteps in to our defence, Bi 
And fills up all the mighty void of ſenſe !” C 
If once right reaſon drives that eloud away, T 
Truth breaks upon us with reſiftleſs day; W 
Truſt not your ſelf ; but your defects to know, In 
Make uſe of ey'ry friend. —and ey'ry foe, Is 
| ＋ 
Alittle learning is a dang'rous thing; Bi 
Drink deep, or taſte not the Pierian ſpring 2. . T 
There ſhallow draughts intoxicate the brain, (1 
And drinking largely«{obers us again. N 
Fir'd with the charms fair ſcience does impart, Al 
In fearleſs youth we tempt the heights of art; MN 
While from the bounded level of our m'nd, T 
Short views we take, nor ſee the lengths behind, 
But more adyanc'd, ſurvey with ſtrange ſurprize 
New, diſtant.ſcenes ot endleſs ſcience riſe! T 
So pleas'd at firſt, the towring Hips we try. In 
Mount o'er the vales, and ſeem io tread the sky ;. Si 
Th' eternal ſnows appear already palt, Fo 


And the firſt clouds and mountains ſeem the laſt :. 

But thoſe attain'd, we tremble to ſurvey "E: 

The growing labours of the Jengthen'd way, pes 
| Tn 


An Eſſay on Criticiſm. 45 


Th' increaſing proſpe tires our wandring eyes, 


Hills peep 0'er hills, and Ale on Alps ariſe. 


A perfect judge will read each work of wit 
With the ſame Spirit that its author writ, 
Survey the whole, nor ſeek ſlight faults to find: 
Where nature moves, and rapture warms the mind; 
Nor loſe, for that malignant dull delight, 
The gen'rous pleaſure to be charm'd with wit. 
But in ſuch lays as neither ebb, nor flow, 
Correctly cold, and regularly low, 
That ſhunning taults, one quiet tenour keep; 
We cannot blame indeed but we may ſleep. 
In wit, as nature, what affects our hearts 
Is not th* exactne is of peculiar parts; 
Tis not a lip, or eye, we beauty call, 
But the joint force, and full reſult of all. 
Thus when we view ſome well proportion'd dome, 
(The world's juſt wonder, and ev'n thine O Rome!) 
No ſingle parts unequally ſurprize; 
All comes united to th? admiring eyes; 
No monſtrous height, or breath, or length appear; 
The whole at once is bold, and regular. 


Whoever thinks a faultleſs piece to ſee, 
Thinks what ae er was, nor is, nor e'er ſhall be, 
In ev'ry work regard the writer's end; 

Since none can compaſs more than they intend , 


a 
„* 3 1 


* Diligenter legendum eſt, ac pœne ac ſcribendi ſolliei- 
tudinem: Nec per partes modo ſcrutanda ſunt omnia, ſed 
perlectus liber utique ex Integro reſumendus. Quintilia 1 ay 
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And if the meansbe juſt, the-condu true, Fr 
Applauſe, in ſpight of trivial faults, is due, (A 
As men of breediny, oft the men of wit, * 
Tavoiĩd great errors, muſt the leſs commit, x 
Neglect the rules each verbal eritiek Jays pin 
For not to know ſome trifles, is a praiſe. mz 
Moſt ctiticks fond of ſome ſubſervient art, — 
Still make the whole depend upon a part, W 
They tall of principles, but parts they prize, Pa 
And all to one lov'd folly facrifice, «1 
Once da tine; La Mancha 't knight, they Ivy * 
A certain bard encountring on the way, 
-Diſcours'd in terms as juſt, with looks as ſage, Th 
As c'er could D, of the laws o th' ſtage; As 
Concluding all were deſp'rate ſors, and fools, 4 
That durſt depart from Ariftole's rules, 45 
Our author, happy in a judge ſo nice, : 
Produc'd his play, and beg d the knight's advice, A 
Made him obſerve the ſubject, and the plot, = 
The manners, paſſions, unitites, what not? * 
All which, exatt to rule, were brought about, W 
Were but a combat n the liſts left out. _ 
What! leave the combat out? exclaims the knight; = 
Yes, or we muſt renoutice the Stagyrite. 155 
Not ſo by hea Vn (he anſwers in a Rage) — 
Kaights,, ſquires, and ſteeds, muſt enter on the ſtage. All 
The ſtage can ne er ſo vaſt a Throng contain. Bu 
Then buiſd a New, or act it ima Plan. | Cl, 
| Thus efiticks, of Tef3Jullgtitetit than captice, | 2 


Curious, not kad ing, not ex ad, but nice, 


From if ** 


* — — 
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From ſhort ideas; and offend in arts 
(As moſt in manners) by à love to parts, 
Some to conceit alone theit taſte confine, 
And glitt'ring Thoughts ſtruck out at ev'ry line; 
Pleas'd with a work where nothing's juſt, or fit; 
One glaring chaos, and wild heap of wit : 
Poets like Painters; thus, unskill'd to trace 
The naked nature, andthe living grace, 
With gold, and jewels cover ev'ry part, 
And hide with ornaments their want of art. 
® True wit is nature to advantage dreſt, 
What oft was thought, but ne'er before expreſt, 
Something, whoſe truth convinc'd at fight we find, 


That gives us back the image of our mind: 
As ſhades more ſweetly recommend the light, 
So modeſt plainneſs ſets off ſptightly wit: 
For wor ks may have more wit than does em good, 
As bodies periſh through exceſs of. blood. 
Others for language all their care expreſs, 
And value books, as women men, for dreſs: 
Their praiſe is ſtill The ſtile is excellent: | 
The ſenſe, they humbly take upon content. 
Words are like leaves; and where they moſt abound, - 
Much fruit of ſenſe beneath is rarely found. 
Falſe eloquence, like the priſmatic glaſs, 
It's gawdy colours ſpreads on e' ry place; 
The facs of nature we no more” ſurvey, 
All glares alike, without diſtinction gay: 
But true ex preſſion, like th* unchanging ſun, 
Clears, and improves whate'er it ſhines upon, 4 
It It glas all objects, but it alters none. 
* Naturam — hand Tees, nent 
atelpiunt animi quod agnoſeunt, Quintil, lib. 8, c. 3. 
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Expreſſion is the dreſs of thought, and ſtill 
Appears more decent as more ſuitable ; 

A vile conceit in pompous ſtyle expreſt, 

Is like a clown in regal purple dreft , 

For dift rent ſtyles with diff rent CubjeRs ſort, 

As ſeveral yarbs withcountry, town, and court, 
* Some by old words to fame have made pretence, 
Antientsin phraſe, meermoderns in their ſenſe! 
Such labour'd nothings in fo ſtrange a ſtyle, 
Amaze th' unlearn'd, and make the learned ſmile, ' 


Theſe ſparks with aukard vanity diſplay 

What the fine gentlemen wore yeſterday! 

And but ſo mimick antient wits at beſt, 

As apes our grandſires in theirdoublets dreſt. 
In words, as faſhions, the ſame rule will ho!d; 
Alike fantaſtick, if too new, or old; 

Be not the'firſt, by whom the new, are try'd, 
Nor yet the laſt, to lay the old aſide. 


Unlucky, as Fungefo in the F Play, 5 


$ But moſt by numbers judge a poets ſong, 
And ſmooth, or rough, with ſuch, is right, or wrong 3 


* Abolita & abrogata retinere, inſolentie cuju ſdam eſt, 
& frivole in parvis jactantia, Quint. lib. 1. c. 6. 

Opus eſt ut verba a vetuſiate- repetita neque crebra ſing, 
neque manifeſta, quid nil eſt odioſius affe tatione, nec uti- 
que ab uliimis repetita temporibus. Oratio, cujus ſumma 
virtus eſt perſpicuitas, quam ſit vitioſa ſi egeat imterprete ? 
Ergo ut novorum optima erunt maxim? vetera, ita vete- 
rum maximꝰ nova. Idem. 

Ben Johnſon's Every Man in his humour. 

Vis pepuli ſer mo eſt? quis enim? niſi carmine molli, 
Nunc demum numero fluere, ut per leave ſeveros Te. 
i oc- 

In 


unctura ungues: ſcit tendere verſum, Non ſecus ac 
_ — 25 Perſius, Sat. 1 a 
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Ta the bright muſe, tho thouſand charms conſpire, 

Her voice is all theſe tuneful fools admire, | 

Who wer) Land but to pleaſe their ear, . 
Not mend their minds; ; as ſome to church repair, | 
Not for the doftrine, but the muſick there. 

Theſe equal ſyllables alone require, 

* Tho! oft the ear the open vowels tire, 

While expletiyes their feeble aid do join, 

And ten low words oft creep in one dull line, 

While they ring round the ame unvary'd chimes, 

With ſure returas ot nein expected rhymes. 

Where er you find the cooling weſtern breeze, 

In the next line, it whiſpers thro' the trees; 

If chryſtal ſtreams with pleaſing murmurs creep, 

The reader's threaten (not in vain) with ſleep, 

Then, at the laſt, and only couplet fraught 

With ſome unmeaning thing they call a thought, 

A needleſs Aluxandrine ends the ſong, : 
That like a wounded ſnake, drags his low length along, 

Leave ſuch to tune their own dull rhymes, and know 
What's roundly ſmooth, or languiſhingly flow; 

And praiſe the eaſie vigor ot a line, 

Where Denham's ſtrengih, and Waller's ſweetneſs join, 
'Tis not enough no harlknels gives offence, | 
The ſound. muſt ſeem an eccho to the ſenſe; 

Soft is the ſtrain when Zeplryr gently blows, 

And the ſmooth ſtream in ſmoother numbers flows; 
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But when loud ſurgers laſh the ſounding ſhore, - 

The hoatſe, rough verſe ſhou'd like the torrent roar, 

When Ajax ſtrives ſome rock's vaſt weight to throw, 
The line too labours, and the words move flow z 

Not ſo, when ſwift Camilla ſcours the plain, 

Flies o'er th'unbending corn, and skims along the main, 

Hear how * Timotheus various lays ſurprize, 

And bid alternate paſſions fall, and fiſe! 

While, at each change, the ſon of Lybian Jove 

Now burns with glory, and then melts with love: 

Now hisfierce eyes with ſpatkling tury glow, 

Now ſighs ſteal out, and tears begin to low: 

Perſians, and Greeks like turns of nature found, 

And the world's victor ſtood ſubdu'd by ſound! 

The power of muſick all our hearts allow; 

And what Timotheus was, is Dryden now, 


Avoid extremes and ſhun the fault of ſuch, © 
Who ſtill are pleas*d too little, or too much, 
At ev'ry trifle (corn.to take offence, 
That always ſhows great pride, orlittle ſenſe; 
Thoſe heads, as tomachs, are not ſure the beſt 
Which nauſeate all, and nothing can digeſt. 
ver let not each gay turn thy rapture move, 
For tools admire, but men of ſenſe approve; 
As things ſeem large which we thro? miſts deſcry, 


Dulneſs is ever 1 to magniſy, 
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Some the French writers, ſome our on deſpiſe; 
The antients only, or the moderns prize t 
Thus wit, like faith, by each man is apply d 
To one ſmall ſe&, and all are damn'd beſide, 
Mean!y they ſeek the bleſſing to confine, 

And force that ſun but on a part to ſhine, 
Which not alone the ſouthern wit ſublimes, 
But ripens ſpirits in cold northren climes; 
Which from the firſt has ſhown on ages paſt, 
Ealights the preſent, and ſhall warm the laſt : 
(Tho each may feel increaſes, and decays, 
And ſee now clearer, and now darkerdays) 
Regard not then if wit be old, or new, 

But blame the falſe, and value ſtill the true. 


Some ne'er advance a judgment of their own, 
But catch the ſpreading notion of the town 
They reaſon, and conclude by precedent, 
And own ſtale nonſenſe, which they ne'er invent. 
Some judge of author's names, not works, and then 
Nor praiſe, nor dama the writings, but the men, x 
Of all this ſervile herd the worſt is he 
That in proud dulneſs joins with quality, 
A conſtant critick at the great man's board, 
To feteh, and carry nonſenſe for my lord; 
What woful ſtuff this madrigal wou'd be, 
In ſome ſtarv'd hackney ſonneteer, or me? 
But let a lord once own the happy lines, 
How the wit brightens! how the ſtyle refines! 
Before his ſacred name flies ev'ry fault, 


And each exalted ſtanza teems with thought! 
8 2 The 
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The vulgare thus through imitation err; 
As oft the learn'd by being ſiagular; 
So much they ſcorn the crowd. that if the throng 
Py chance go-right, they purpoſely go wrong, 
So ſchiſmaticks the dull believers quit, | 
And are but damn d for having too much wit. 


| 4 Some praiſe at morning, what they blame at night; 

| But always think the laſt opinion right. 
A muſe by theſe is like a miftre's us d. | 
This hour ſhe's idoliz'd, the next abus d, | | 
While their weak heads, like towns unfortify'd, 

*Twixt ſenſe and nonſenſe, daily change their fide, 
Ask them the eauſe, they're wiſer ſtill, they ſay.; 
And ſtill to morrow's wiſe: than to-day. 

We think our fathers tools, ſo wile we grow; 
Our wiſer ſons, no doubt, will think us ſo, 
Once ſchool divines our zealous Iſſe o'erſpread ; 
Who knew moſt ſentences wav deepeſt read; 
Faith, goſpel, all, ſeem'd made to be diſputed, 
And none had ſenſe enough to be conſmted. 
Scotiſts, and Thomiſts, now, in peace remain, 

Amidſt their kindred cobwebs in Duc l- lane. 

It faith itſelf has diff rent dreffes worn, 

What wonder modes in wit ſhou d take their turn? 
Oft, leaving what is natural and fit, | | 
The current fofty proves our ready wit, 

And authors think their repuation ſafe, 
W ich lives as Wega. As rer are Pleas d to laugh. 


HR Kt 1 1 — Y 1— 80 1T— . Nr 


PA tal 


1 


« - 4 * U 
. Some Cs» 


i 
| 
ſ 
ö 
i 


An Efay on Criticiſm. 33 


Some valuing thoſe of their own ſide, or mind, 

S: ill make themſelves the meaſure of mankind : 
Fondly we think we honour merit then, 
When we but praiſe our ſelves in other men. 
Parties in wit attend dn thoſe of ſtare, 
And publick faction doubles private hate. 
Pride, malice, folly, againſt Dryden roſe, 
In various ſhapes of perſons, criticks, beaus; 
But ſenſe ſurviv'd when merry jeſts were * 

For riſing merit will buoy up at laſt; 
Might he return, and bleſs once more our eyes, 
New Bl —-s and new muſt ariſe; 
Nay ſhould great Homer litt his awful head, 
Zoilus again would (tart up from the dead. 
Envy will merit, as its ſhade, purſue; 
But, like a ſhadow, proves the ſubſtance too; 
For envy'd wit, like Sol eclips'd, makes known 
Th' oppofing body's groſſneſs not its own. 
When firſt that ſun too powerful beams diſplays, 
It draws up vapours, which obſcure its rays; 
But ev'n thoſe clouds at laft adorn its way, 
Reflect new glories, and augment the day. 


Be thou the firſt true merit to befriend; 
His praiſe is loſt, who ſtays till all commend ; 
Short is the date, alas, of modern rhymes, 
And 'tis but juſt to let em live betimes. 
No longer now that golden age appears, 
When patriarch-wits ſurviy'd a thouſand years, 
Now length of fame (our ſecond life) is loft; 
Anui'berothreekeore is al ey*n that can boaſt ; 
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Our ſons their father's failing language ſee,. 

And ſuch as Chaucer is, ſhall Dryden be: 

So when the faithful pencil has deſign'd 

Some fair idea of the maſter's mind, 

Where a new world leaps out at his command; 
And ready nature waits upon his hand, : 
When the ripe colours ſoften, and unite, 

And ſweetly melt into juſt ſhade and light, 
When mellowing time does full perfection give, 
And each bold figure juſt begins to live; 

The treach'rous colours in few years decay, 
Andallthe bright creatian fades away ! 


Unhappy wit, like moſt miſtaken things, 
Repays not half that envy, which it brings: 
In youth alone its empty praiſe we boaſt, 
But ſoon the ſhort-liv'd vanity is loſt! 
Like ſome fair flow'r that in the ſpring does rile, 
And gaily blooms, but ev'n in blooming dies, 
What is this wit that does our cares employ ? 
The owner's wife, that other men enjoy? 
The more his trouble, as the more admir d: 
Where wanted, ſcorn'd, and envy d, where acquir d; 
Maintain'd with pains, but forfeited with eaſe, ; 
Sure ſome to vex, but never all to pleaſe; 
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Tis what the vicious fear, the virtuous ſhun, 80 
By fools *tis hated, and by kna ves undone! Ji 
N 

Too much does wit from ign'rance undergo, | T 
Ah let not learning too commence its foe! A 
Ot old, thoſe found rewards who cou'd excel, T. 
And ſuch were prais'd, who but endeayour'd well 2 A 
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Tho' triumphs were to gen'rals only due, = 
Crowns were reſery'd to grace the ſoldiers too. 
Now thoſe that reach Paynaſſus" lofty crown. 
Employ their pains to ſpurn ſome others down ; 
And while ſelf· love each jealous writer rules, 
Contending wits become the ſport of fools : 
But ſtill the worſt with moſt regret comihend, 
And each ill author is as bad a friend. 
To what baſe ends, and by what abject ways, 
Are mortals urg'd by ſecret luſt of praiſe? 
Ah nel er fo dire a thirſt of glory boaſt, 
Nor ĩn the critick let the man be loſt! 
Good nature and good ſenſe muſt ever join, 
To err is human; to forgive, divine. 
But if in noble minds ſome dregs remain, 
Not yet purg'd off, of ſpleen, and ſow'r diſdain, 
Diſcharge that rage on more provoking crimes; 
Nor fear a dearth in theſe flagitious times: 
No pardon vile obſcenity ſhould find, 
Tho' wit, and art conſpire to move your mind 
But dulneſs with obſcenity muſt prove 
As ſhameful ſure as impotence in love. 
In the fat age of pleaſure, wealth, and eaſe; 
Sprung the rank weed, and thriv'd with large increaſe ;: 
When love was all an eaſie monarch's care, 
Seldom at council, neyer in a war : 
Jilts rul'd the ſtate, and ſtateſmen farces writ z 
Nay wits had penſions, and young lords had wit : 
The fair {at panting at a courtier's play, 
And not a mask went unimprov'd away: 
The modeſt fan was lifted up no more, 
And yirgins {mil'd at what they bluſh'd before 
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The following licence of a foreign reign 

Did all the dregs of bold Sacinus drain; io: 

Then firſt the Belgian morals were extoll'd; | 

We their religion had, and they our gold: 

Then unbelieving prieſts reform'd the nation,. 

And taught more pleaſing methods of ſalvation. 5 
Where heaven's free ſubjeQs might their rights diſpute, 
Leſt god himſelf ſhould ſeem too abſolute. 

Pulpits their ſacred ſatyr learn'd to ſpare, 

And vice admir'd to find a flatt rer there / 

Encourag'd thus, wit's Titans brav'd the skies, fd 
And the preſs groan'd with licenc'd blaſphemies 
Theſe monſters, criticks, with your darts engage, 
Here point your thunder, and exhauſt your rage; 

Yet ſhun their fault, who ſcandalouſly nice, 

Will needs miſtake an author into vice; 

All ſeems infected that th'inteRed ſpy, 

As all looks yellow to the jaundic'd eye, 


Learn then what morals criticks ought to ſhow 3; 
For 'tis but half a judge's task to know. 
Tis not enougb, wit, art, and learning join, 
In all you ſpeak, let truth, and candor ſhine, 
That-not alone what to your judgment's due. 
All may allow; but ſeek pan Cage too. 


Be ſilent always . you. doubt 1 Y 
Speak when you're ſure, yet ſpeak with diffidence;; 
Some poſitive perſiſting fops we know. 

That, if once wrong, will needs be always ſo; 


But you, with pleaſureown your errors paſt. 
Aud make each day a ciitick on the laſt. tos 
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"Tis not enough your counſel ſtill be true, 
Blunt truths more miſchieſs than nice falſhood do; 
Men muſt be taught as if you taught them not, 
And things ne'er known propos'd as things forgot : 
Without good breeding, truth is not approv'd, 
That only makes ſuperior ſenſe beloy'd, 


Be niggards of advice on no pretence; 
For the worſt avarice is that of ſenſe; 
With mean complacence ne'er betray your truſt, 
Nor be ſo civil, as to prove unjuſt; 
Fear not the anger of the wile to raiſe, 
Thoſe beſt can bear reproof, who merit praiſe. 


Twere well, might criticks ſtill this ken take; q'? 
But Appius reddens at each word you ſpeak, 
And ſtares, tremendous! with athreatniog eyes 
Like ſome fierce tyrant, ia old tapeſtry ! 
Fear moſt to tax, au honourable fool, 
Whoſe right it is, uncenſur'd to be dull; 
Such without wit are poets when they pleaſe, 
As without learning they can take degrees. 
Leave dang'rous ttuihs to unſuceeſsſul ſatyrs, 
And flattery to fulfome dedicators, 
Whom, when they praiſe, the world believes no more, 
Than when they promis'd to give ſeribling o'er, 
'Tis beſt ſometimes your cenſure to reſtrain, ' ,_ + 
And charitably let dull fools be yain : a ee 
Your ſilence there is better than your ſpite, W 
For who can rail ſo NY e i” 
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Still humming on, their old dull courſe they keep, 
And laſh'd ſo long, like tops, are laſh'd aſleep. 
Falſe ſteps but help them to renew the race, 

As after tumbling, jades will-mend their pace. 
What crouds of theſe, impenitently bold, 
In ſounds and jingling ſyllables grown old, 

Still run on poets in a taging vein, 

Ev'n to the dregs and ſqueezings of the brain, 
Strain out the laſt dull droppings of their ſenſe, 
And rhyme with all the rage of impotence. 


Such ſhameleſs bards we have; and yet dis true, 
There are as mad, abandon'd criticks too. 
* The bookful blockhead, ignorantly read, 
With loads of learned lumber in his head, 
With his own tongue ſtill edifies his ears, 
And always liſtning to himſelf appears. 
All books he reads, and all he reads aſſails, 
From Dryden's fables down to D) s tales. 
With him, moſt authors ſteal their works, or buy,. 
Garth did not write his own Diſpenſary. 
Name a new play, and he's the poet*sfriend; 
Nay ſhow'd his faults but when wou'd poets mend? 
No place fo ſacred from ſuch fops isbarr'd,. 
Nor is Pawl's-church more ſafe than PauP3-church-yard: 
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Nay, run to altars; there they ' talk you dead; 

For fools ruſh in where angels fear to tread. 

Diſtruſtful ſenſe with modeſt caution ſpeaks, 

It till looks home, and ſhort excurſions makes, 

But ratling nonſenſe in full vollies breaks; 

And never ſhock'd, and never turn'd aſide, 

Burſts out, reſiſtleſs, with a thundring tyde ! 


But where's the man, who counſel can beſtow, 
Still pleas'd to teach, and yet not proud to know? 
Unbyaſs'd, or by favour, or by ſpite, 

Not dully prepoſſeſt, or blindly right: 

Thotlearn'd, well-bred, and tho' welkbred, ſincere, 
Modeſtly bold, and humanly ſevere ? 

Who to a friend his faults can freely ſhow, 

And gladly praiſe the merit of a foe ? 

Bleft with a taſte exact, yet unconfin d; 

A knowledge both of books and humankind , 
Gen'rous conyerfe; a ſoul exempt from pride; 

And love to praiſe, with reaſon on his ſide ? 


Such once were criticks, ſuch the happy few; 
Athens, and Rome in better ages knew, 
The mighty Stagyrite firſt left the ſhore, 
Spreadall'his ſails, and durſt the deeps explore; 
He ſteer'd ſecurely, and diſcoyer'd far, 
Led by the light of the Mzon1an ſtar. 
Not only nature did his laws obey, 
But fancy's boundleſs empire own'd his ſway. 
Poets, arace long unconfin'd, and free, 
Still fond, and proud of fayage liberty, 

i . we Receiy'd 
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Receiv'd his rules, and ſtood convinc'd 'twas fit: 
Who conquer nature, . pong oer wit. 


- Horace ſtill charms with Sat 5 negligence, 
And without method talks us into ſenſe, 
Does, like a friend, familiarly convey. 
The trueſt notions in the eaſieſt way. 
He, who ſupreme in judgment, as in wit, 
Might boldly cenſure, as he boldly-writ, . - +128 
Yet judg'd with coolneſs, tho he-ſung with fire,; » 
His precepts teach but what his works in{pice, ' 
Our criticks take a contrary extrem, 
They judge with fury, what they write with = 05 
Nor ſuffers Horace more in wrong tranſlations 

By wits, than criticks in as neee | 


Fancy and art in gay Petronius pleaſe, 
The ſcholar's learning, and the courtier's eaſe. 


In grave Quuurilian s copious work we and 
The juſteſt rules, and cleareſt methods join'd ; 
Thus uſeful arms in magazines we place, 

All rang'd in order, and diſpos'd with grace, 
Nor thus alone the curious eye to pleaſe, 


But to be found, when need requires, wich eaſe. 


The muſes ſure Langinus did inſpire, 
And bleſt their critick with a poet's fire. 
An ardent judge, that zealous in his truſt, 
With warmth gives ſentence, yet is always juſt; 
Whoſe own example ſtrengthens all his laws, 
And is himſelf that greatſublime, he draws. 
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Thus long ſucceeding criticks juſtly reign'd, | 
Licence repreſs d, and uſeful laws ordain'd 
Learning, and Rome alike in empire grew, . 
And arts ſtill follow'd, where her eagles flew ;. 
From the ſame foes, at laſt, both felt their doom, 
And the ſame age ſaw learning fall, and Rome. | 
With tyranny then ſuperſtition joyn'd, ; 
As that the body, this enſlay'd the abs 5. 

All was beliey'd, but nothing underſtood, , 
And to be dull was conſtru'd.co be good: 
A ſecond deluge learning thus ober- run, 
And the Monks finiſh'd what the Gorhs begun. 


At length, Eraſmus, that great injur'd name, 
(The glory of the prieſthood, and the ſhame !) | 
Stemm'd the wild torrent of a barb'rous age, . 
And drove thoſe holy Nu off the ſtage. | 


But ſee! tete Lors golden days BA. 
Starts from her trance, .and trims her wither'd oy 
Rome's antient genius, o'er it's ruins ſpread, | 
Shakes off the duſt, and rears his rev rend head! 
Then ſculpture, and her ſiſt er- arts revive, 
Stones leap'd to form, and rocks began to live  . 
With ſweeter wores each rifiag temple rung. 

A Raphadl painted, and a * Vide ſung! 
Immortal Vide! on whoſe hononr'd brow - 
The poet's bays, and eritick's ivy grow; - 
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Cremona now {hall ever boaſt thy name, 
As next in place to Mantua, next in fame! 


But ſoon by impious arms from Latium chas d, 
Their antient bounds the baniſh'd muſes paſt; 
Theaceartso'er all the northern world advance; 
But critick learning flouriſh'd moſt in France. 
The rules, a nation born to ſerve, . obeys,. 
And Boileas tilt in right of Horace ſways.. 

But we, brave Britains, foreign laws deſpis'd, 
And kept unconquer'd, and unciviliz'd, 
Fierce for the liberties of. wit, and bold. 
We ſtill defy'd the Romans, as of old, 
Yet ſome there were, among the ſounder few. 
Of thoſe who leis preſum d, and better knew. 
Who durſt aſſert the juſter antient cauſe, 2 
And here reftor'd wits fundamental laws, 
Such was Roſcomon—not more learn'd than good, 
With manners gen'rous as his noble blood; 
To him the wit of Greece, and Rowe was known, 
And ev'ry author's merit, but his own: 
Such late was Walſh, the muſes judge and friend; 
Who juſtly knew to blame, or to commend ;, 
To tailings mild, but zealousfor deſert,. 
The cleareſt head, and the ſincereſt heart. 
This humble praiſe, lamented ſhade ! receive, 
This praiſe at leaſt agrateful mule may give, 
The muſe, whoſe early voice you taught to ſing;. 
ere her heights, and prun'd her tender wing, 
(Her guide now loft) no more attempts to riſe, 
Nut in low numbers ſhort excurſions tries: 
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Content, if hence th” unlearn'd their. wants WI 
The learn'd reflect on what before they knew; 
Careleſs of cenſure, not too fond of fame, 
Still pleas'd to praiſe, yet notafraid to blame,. 
Averſe alike to flatter, or offend, 
Nat free from faults, nox yet too vain to mend. 
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Kecept, great leader, what the muſe indites, . 
That in ambitious verſe records your fights, 
Fir'd and tranſported with a theme ſo new, 
Ten thouſand wonders op'ting to my view: 
$hineforth at once, ſieges, and ſtorms appear, 
And wars, and conqueſts fill th' important Year; 
Rivers of blood I ſee, and hills of lain, 
An iliad riſing out of ons Campaign. 


The haughty Gaul beheld, with tow'ring Pride, | 
His ancient bounds enlarg'd on ev'ty Side, | 
Pirene's lofty barriers were ſubdu'd, 

And in the midſt of his wide empire ſtood z 

Auſonia's ſtates, the victor to reſtrain, 

Oppos'dtheir Appenines, and Alpes in vain, 

Nor found themſelves, with ſtrength of Rocks. in: 
mur'd, 

Behind their everlaſting hills ſecur'd; 

The riſing Danube its long race began. 

And halt its courſe through the new — | 


| Amaz'd : and anxious for her Sev'raign's fates, 


Germania trembled through a bundred ſtates 3. 
Great Leopold himſelf. was ſeiz d with fear, 

He gaz d around, but ſaw no ſuccour near, 

He gaz 'd, and halt abandon'd to deſgair 
His hopes on heav'n, and confidence in Pray'r. 


To BRITAIN'S QUEEN the nations turn their yew | 
On her reſolves the weſtern world relies, 
Confiding ſtill, amidſt its dire alarms, 
In ANN As councils, and in CHURCHILL's arms: 
Thrice happy BRIT AIN, from the Kingdoms rent, 
To ſit the Guardian of the continent! That 
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That ſees her braveſt ſon advanc'd fo high, 

And flouriſhing ſo near her prince*s Eye; 

Thy Fav'rites grow not up by fortune's ſports. 

Or from the e rimes, or follies of a court; 

Oa the firm Baſis of deſert they riſe, 

From long try'd faith, and friendſhip's holy ties; 
Their Soy'raign's well-diſtinguiſt'd ſmiles they ſhare; 
Her ornaments in peace, her ſtrength in war, 
The nation thanks them with a publick voice, 

By ſhow'rs of bleflings heav'n approves their choice; 
Envy itſelf is dumb, in wonder loft, 

And factions ſtrive who ſhall applaud em moſt. 


Soon as ſoft vernal breezes warm the uky, 
Britania's colours in the zephyrs fly, 
Her chief already has his march begun, 
Croſſing the provinces himſe:f, had won, 
Till the Moſelle appearing from afar- | 
Retards the progreſs of the moving war: 
Delightfulftream, had nature bid her fall 
In diſtant climes, far from the perjur'd Gaul 2 
But now a purchaſe tothe ſword ſhe lyes, 
Her harveſts for uncertain ownersriſe. 
Each vineyard doubtful of its Maſter grows; 
And to the victor's bowl each Vintage flows: 
The diſcontented ſhades of flaughter'd hoſts 
That wander'd on her banks, her Heroes ghoſts. 
Hop'd, when they ſaw Britania's arms appear, 
The vengeanco due to their great deaths was near. 
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Our god-like leader, e er the ſtream he paſt, 

The mighty ſcheme of all bis labours caſt, 
Forming the wond'rous year within his thought 
His boſom glow'd with battles yet untought- 
The long laborious mareh he firſt ſurveys, 

are, ¶ And joins the diſtant Danube to the Maeſe, 
Between whoſe floods ſuch par hleis foreſts grow, 
Such mountains riſe, ſo many rivers flow; 

ice ; WW The toil looks lovely inthe heroes eyes, 

And danger ſerves but to enhance the Prizes 


Big with the fate of Zurope he renews 
His dreadful courſe, and the proud: foe purſues ; 
Amidſt the ſultry gales his temples beat, 
Infected by the burning ſcorpion's heat, 
'Till on the borders of the Maine he finds 
Defenſive ſhadows, and refreſhing winds ; 
Our Brit: youth, with in- born freedom bold, 
Unnumber'd ſcenes of ſeryitude behold, 
Nations of ſlaves, with tyranny debas'd, 
(Their maker's image more than half defac'd). 
Hourly inſtructed, as they urge their toil, 
To prize their QUEEN, and love their native ſoil, 


Still to the riſing ſun they take their way. 
Through clouds of duſt, and gain upon the day. 
When now the Neckar on its friendly coaſt 
With cooling ſtrames revives the fainting hoſt, 
That chearfully its labours paſs'd forgets 
The midnight watches, and. the naon-day heats.. 


O'er 
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O'er.proftrate o ns, and palaces they paſs, 
(Now cover'd o'er with weeds, and hid in graſs) 
Breathing revenge, whillt anger, and diſdain 
Fire ev'ry.breaft, and boil in ev'ry vein: 

Here ſhatter'd walls, like broken rocks, from far 
Riſe up in hideous views, the guilt of war, 

VW hil&here the Vine o'er hills of ruin climbs, 
Induſtrious to conceal great Baurbon's crimes. 


At length the fame of England's heroe drew. 

Eugenio to the glorious interview; 

Great ſouls by inſt inct to each other tur n. 

Demand alliance, and ia friendſhip burn; a 

A ſudden fiiendſhip, while with ſtret ch d- out rays 
They meet each other, mingling blaze with blaze, 

Poliſh'd in courts, and harden'd.in the field, 

Renown'd far conqueſt, and in council skill d; 

Their courage d wells not in a troubled Flood 

Of mounting ſpirits, aud fermenting blood; 


Lodg'd in the ſoul, with Virtue over-rul dl, = 
Inflam'dþyreaſon, and by reaſon cool'd, = W 
In hours of peace content to be unknown, wy 
And only in the field of batel ſhown : 


To ſouls like theſe, in mutual friendſhip join'd: 
Heay'n dares intruſt the cauſo ot humankind. 
Britania's grace ful ſons appear in arms, 
Her harraſs d troops the heroe's preſence warms, 
Whilſt the high hills, and rivers all around 
With thand'ring peals of Briiſp ſnouts relound: 
Doublin 
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doubling their Speed they march with freſh delight, 

ager for glory, and require the fight. 

5o the ſtanch hound the trembling deer purſues, 

nd ſmells his footſteps in the tainted de ws, | 

The tedious track unray'ling by degrees, 
zut when the ſcent comes warm in ev'y breeze, 2s 
ird at the neat approach, he ſhoots away =o 
Dn his full ſtretch, .and bears upon his Unc 


The march coneluder, the various Realms are s. 
rb immortal Schellenberg appears at laſt 

ike hills ch afpiring ramparts riſe on high, 

ike vallies at their feet the trenches lye, 

dati ries on att rĩes guard each fatal pafs, 

hreat'ning deſtruction; rows ot hollow braſs, 

Tube behind tube, the dreadful entrance keep, 
V hilſtin their wombs ten thouſand — WAA 2 

reat Churchill owns, charmꝰd with the glorious rb 

is march o' er- paid by ſuch a promis d —_ 


The Weſtern Sun now fhot a feeble Ray, 
nd faintly ſeatter'd the remains of day, 
v'ning approach'd, but oh what hoſts of foes 
Vere never to bekoldthat evning cloſe! b 
hick' ning their ranks, and wedg'd i in firm arraß, = 
he cloſe compacted Britons win their way; 5. 
a vain the Cannon their throng'd war defac't 
ith tracks of death, and laid the battel waſte, 
till preſſing forward to the fight, they broke 
rough flames of ſulphur, and a night of (moke., ._. 
ill daughter d Legions fill the trench below, 
ad bear their fierce Avengers to the foe. 
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High on the worksthe mingling hoſts engage, 
The battel kindled into tenfold rage 
With Show'rs of bullets and with ſtorms of fire 
Burns in tull fury, heaps on heaps expire, 
Whole nations trampl'd into dirt, and bruis'd, 
In one promiſcuous carnage lye confus d. 


How many gen'rous Britons meet their doom, 
New to the field, and heroes in the Bloom! 
Th Illuſtrious youths, that left their native ſhore 
To march where Britons never march'd before, 
(O Fatal loveof fame! O glorious heat 
Only deſtructive to the brave, and great!) 
After ſuchtoils o ercome, ſuch dangers paſt, 
Stretch d on Bavarian ramparts breath their laſt. 
But hold, my muſe, may no complaints appear, 
Nor blot the day with an ungrateful Tear: 
While Marlbrlives, Brit annia's ſtars diſpenſe 
A friendly light, and ſhine in innocence, 
Plunging thro' ſeas of blood his fiery ſteed 
Where e'er his friends retire, or foes ſucceed, 
Thoſe he ſupports, theſe drives to ſudden flight, 
And turns the various fortune of the fight. 


Forbear, great man, renewn'd in arms, forbear 


To brave the thickeſt terrors of the war, 

Nor hazard thus, confus d in crouds of foes, 
Britannia s ſafety, and the world's repoſe; 
Let nations anxious for thy life abate 

This ſcorn of danger, and contempt ol fate: 


Thou 
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Thou liv'ſt not for thy ſelf; thy QUEEN demands 
Conqueſts, and peacefrom thy.vicorious Hands; 
Kingdoms, and empires in thy fortune join, 

And Ewrope;s deſtiny depends on thine. 


At length the long · diſputed pals they gain, 


zy crouded aries fortify'd in vain; 


The war breaks in, the fierce Bavarians yield, 
And ſee their camp with Britiſp legions fill'd. 

$0 Belgian mounds bear on their ſhatter'dides 
The ſea's whole weight, eacreas'd with ſwelling 8 
Zut if the ruſhing wave a paſſage finds, | 

Enrag'd by watry moons, and warring wi inds, 

The trembling peaſant ſees his country round 

Cover d with tempeſts, and in oceans drown'd, 


The few ſurviving foes diſperſt in flight, 
(Refuſe of ſwords, and gleanings of a fight) 
In ev ry ruſtling wind the victor hear, | 
And Marlbri's form in ev'ry ſhadow fear, 

'Till the dark cope of night with kind embrace 


befriends the rout, and covers their diſgrace, 


To Dennawert, with unreſiſted force, 
The gay victorious army bends its courſe; 
The growth of meadows, and the pride of fields, 
Whatever ſpoils Bavaria's ſummer yields, 
(The Danube's great increaſe) Britannia ſhares, 
The food vf armies and ſupport of wars: 
With magazines of death, deſtructive balls, 
fade caunons as doonrd to batter Landas' 8 walls, 1 
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The vidtor finds each hidden cayern lor ddl. 
And turns OP U.. on their guilry _ 


Deluded Princet how isrby ate n 
And all the gaudy dream of empire loſt, | 
That proudly ſet thee on a tancy'd throne, 

And made imaginary Realms thy own! 

Thy troops, that now behind the Danube join, 

Shall ſhortly ſeek for ſhelter from the Rhine, 

Nor find it there: ſi urrounded with Alarms, 
Thou hopꝰſt th aliftance of the Gallie arms „ 
The Gallic arms in ſafety ſhall advance, 1 
And croud th Standards with the Pow'r of Prone, 
While to conſole thy doom, th' aſpiring Gaul 


Shares thy deſtruction, and e thy tall. 


Unbounded courage oo — on join wa, 
Temp'ring each other in the victor's mind, 
Alternately proclaimhim good, and great, 

And make the heroe, and the man compleat. 
Long did he ſtrive-th' ohdurate foe to gain 

By proffer d grace, but long he ſtrove in vain, 
Till fir'd atdength he thinks it vain to ſpare. 
His riſing wrath, and gives a looſe to war. 

In vengeance rous · d the ſoldierfills his haud 
With ſword, and fire, and ravages theland,: . 

A thouſand villages to aſhes turne, 

In crackling flames a thouſand Harveſts — 
To the thick woods the woally flo cksretreat, _ 
And mixt with bellawing herds.confus'dly bleatz 
Tt ir trembling lords the common ſhade partake, 
And cries of infants ſound in ey'ry brake: 
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The liſt' ning ſoldier fixt in ſorrow ſtands, 
Loth to obey his Leader's juſt commands; 
The leader grieves, by gen'rous Pity ſway'd, 
To ſee his juſt commands ſo well obey'd. 


But now the trumpet terrible from far 
In ſhriller clangors animates the war, 
Confed'rate drums in fuller conſort beat, 
And eceb' ing hills the loud alarm repeat: 
Gallia's proud ſtandards, to Bavaria's join'd, 
Unfurl their gilded lillies in the wind, 
The daring prince his blaſted hopes renews, 
And while the thick embattled hoſt he views 
Stretcht out in deep array, and dreadful length, 
His heart dilates, and glories in his ſtrength, 


The fatal Day its mighty courſe began, 
That the griey'd world had long deſir'd in vain: 
States that their new captivity bemoan'd, 
Armies of martyrs that in exile groan'd, 
Sighs from the depth of gloomy dungeons heard, 
And prayers in bitterneſs of ſoul preferr'd; 
Europe's loud cries, that Providence aſſail'd, 
And ANNA's ardent vows at length prevail'd 
The day was come when heay'n deſign'd to ſhow 
His care, and conduct of the world below. 


Beho!din awful march, and dread array, 
The long extended ſquadrons ſhape their way! 
Death, in approaching terrible, imparts 
An anxious horror to the braveſt bearts; 
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Vet do their beating breaſis demand the {trife, 

And thirſt of glory quells the love ot life; 

The Britiſh ſouls low images diſclaim, 

The heat of vengeance, and deſire of fame 

O'er-look the foe, advantage, by his poſt, 

Leſſen his numbers, and contract his hoſt 2 

Tho? fens and floods poſſeſt the middle ſpace, 

That unprovok'd they would have fear'd to pals; 
; Nor fens, nor floods can ſtop Fritannia's bands, 
| When her proud toe rang'd on their borders ſtands. 


But O, my muſe, what numbers wilt thou find 
To ſing the furious troops in battel join'd! 
Methinks I hear the drum's tumultuous ſound, 
The victor's ſhouts, and dying groans confound, 
The dieadful burſt of eannon rend the skies, 
And all the thunder of the battel riſe, 9 ) D; 
Twas then great Marlbro's mighty ſoul was prov'd, F 
That, in the ſhock of charging hoſts unmov'd, 705 


Amidit confuſion, horror, and def; par, og 
Examin'd all the dreadtul Scenes.of war ; alli 
In peaceful thought, the field of death ſuryey'd, 8 1 

2 


To fainting ſquadrons ſent the timely aid, 
Inſpir'd repuls'd Battalions to engage, 

And taugl the doubtful battel where to rage; 
So when an angel, by divine command, 
With riſing tempeſts ſhakes a guilty land, 


Such as of late o'er pale Britannia paſt, 

Calm, and ſerene he drives the ſurious blaſt; 

And pleas'd th' almighty's orders to perform, | 
Rides inthe whirl-wind, and directs the ſtorm. 
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But ſee the haughty houſhold-troops advance 
The dread of Europe, and the pride of France. 
The war's whole art each private ſoldier knows, 
And with a gen'ral's love of conqueſt glows; 
Proudly he marches on, and void of fear, 
Laughs at the ſhaking of the Britiſh ſpear: 
Vain inſolence ! with native freedom brave, 
he meaneſt Briton ſcorns the higheſt ſlave : 
ontempt, and fury fire their ſouls by turns, 
Each nation's glory in each warrior burns; 

Each fights, as in his arm th important day, 
nd all the fate of his great monarch lay; 
thouſand glorious actions, that might claim 
riumphant Jaurels, and immortal fame, 
onfus'd in erouds of glorious actions lye, 

nd troops of heroes undiſtinguiſh'd die. 

D Dormer !' how can I behold thy Fate, 

nd not the wonders of thy youth relate! 

ow can I ſee the gay, the brave, the young, 
all in the cloud of war, and lye unſung! 

n joys of conqueſt he reſigns his Breath, 

nd, fill'd with Exgland'sglory, ſmiles in death, 


The rout begins, the Gallic ſquadrons run, 

nd ruſh in croudsto meet the fate they ſhun; 
houſands of fiery ſteeds with- wounds transfix'd, 
oating in gore, with their drown'd maſters mixt, 
lidſt heaps of broken ſpears, and ſtandards lye, 
nd in the Danube s bloody whirl-pools die, 
troops of bold youths, born on the diſtant Soan, 

t ſounding borders of the rapid Rhone; 
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Or where the Sein her flow'ry fields divides, 
Or where the Loire through winding vineyards glides M 


In heaps the rolling billows ſweep away, | 0 
And intoSeyvhian ſeas their bloated corps convey. A 
From Bleiwheim's row'rs the Gaul, with wild affright, Ia 
Beholds the various hayock of the fight; E. 
His waving banners, that ſo oft had tood N 
Planted in fields of death, and ſtreams of blood, Ti 
So us'd theguarded enemy to reach, * 
And riſe triumphant in the fatal breach, 
Or pierce the broken foe's remoteſt lines, 
The hardy veteran with tears reſigus. T! 
. ; Sea Fr: 
Unfortunate Ta{lard! Oh who can name = KY 
The pangs of rage, of ſorrow, and of ſhame, * 
That with mixt tumult in thy boſom ſwell'd! Ar 


When firſt thou ſaw'{t thy braveſt troops repell'd, 
Thine only ſon pierc'd wirh a deadly wound, 
Choak'd in his blood, and gaſping on the ground. In 


Thy ſelf in bondage by the victor kept! af 
The chief, the father, and the captive wept. 0 
An Engliſh muſe is touch'd with gen'rons woe, If 
And in tht unhappy man forgets the.foe. Ca 
Greatly diſtreſt! thy loud complaints forbear, It 
Blame not the turns of fate, and chance of war.; Th 
Give thy bravefozs.their.due, nor bluſh ta own, * 
The fatal field by ſuch; deat leaders won, Ar 
| The field whence fam'd augeuis bore away — 
| | Only the ſecond honours af the day, 0 
| Wich floods of gore, that fromthe vanquiſht fell Di 


The marſhes ſtagnate, and the rivers ſwell. 
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Mountains of ſlain lye heap'd upon the ground, 
Or 'midſt the roarings of the Danube drown'd ;- 
A captive hoſt the conqueror detains 
In painful bondage, and inglorious chains; 
Ev'n thoſe who *ſcape the fetters, and the ſword, 
Nor ſeek the fortunes of a happier lord, 
Their raging king diſhonours, to compleat 
Marlbro's great work, and finiſn the defeat. 


From Memminzhen's high domes, and Ausburgbs 
The diſtant battel drives th' inſulting Gals ; (Walls 
Free'd by the terror of the victor's name, 

The reſcu'd ſtates his great protection claim 
Whilſt Ulme th' approach of herdeliv'rer waits, 
And longs to open her oblequious gates. 


The Hero's breaſt ſtill wells with great defi igns, 
In ev'ry thoug ht the tow'ring genius ſhines: 
jt to the foe his dreadful courſe he bends, 
O'er the wide continent his march extends; 
It ſeiges in his lab'ring thoughts are form'd, 
Camps are aſſaulted, and an army ſtorm d: 
If to the fight his active ſoul is bent, 

The fate of Europe turns on its event. 
What diſtant land, what region can afford 
An action worthy his victorious ſword? 
Where will he next the fly ing Gaul defeat, 
To make the ſeries of his toils compleat ? 


Where the ſwoln Rhine ruſhing with all itsforce, 
Diyides the hoſtile nations in its courſe, 
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While each eontracts its bounds; or wider grows, 


Enlarg'd, or ſtraiten'd as the river flows. 

On Gallia's ſide a mighty bulwark ſtands, 
That all the wide extended plain commands; 
Twice, ſince the war was kindled, has it try'd 


The victor's rage, and twice has chang d it's ſide; | 


As oft whole armies, with the prize o'erjoy'd, 
Have the long ſummer on its walls employ'd. 
Hither our mighty chief his arms directs, 
Hence future triumphs from the war expects; 
And, tho' the dog - ſtar had its courſe begun, 
Carries his arms ſtill nearer to the ſun: 

Fixt on the glorious action, he forgets 

The change of ſeaſons, and increaſe of heats 
No toils are painful that can danger ſhow, 
Noclimes unlovely that contain a foe. 


The roving Gaul, to his own bounds reſtrain'd, 


Learns to encamp within his native land; 

But ſoon as the victorĩous hoſt he ſpies, 

From hill to hill, from ſtream to ſtream he flies: 
Such dire impreſſions in his heart remain 

Of Marlbro's ſword, and Hockſter's fatal plain; 
In vain Britannia's mighty chief beſets 
Their ſhady coverts, and obſcureretreats ; 
They fly the conqueror's approaching fame, 
That bears the force of armies in his name, 


Auſtria's young monarch, whoſe imperia ſway, 


Scepters, and thrones are deſtin'd to obey, 
Whoſe boaſted anceſtry ſo high extends, 
That in the pagan gods his lineage ends, 


Comes 
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Comes from afar, in gratitude to own 

The great ſupporter of his father's throne: 
What tides of glory to his boſom ran, 

Claſp'd in th embraces of the god - like man? 
How were is eyes with pleaſing wonder fixt, 
To ſee ſuch fie with ſo much ſweetneſs mixt, 
Such eaſie greatneſs, ſuch a graceful port, 
Soturn'd, and finiſh'd for the camp, or court! 


Achilles thus was form'd with ev'ry grace, 
And Nireus ſhone but in the ſecond place; 
Thus the great father of almighty Rome 
(His Features fluſht with an immortal bloom, 
That-Cyrherea's fragrent breath beſtow'a) 
In all the charms of his bright mother glow'd. 


The royal youth by Marlbro's preſence charm'd, 
Taught by his counſels, by his ations warm'd, 
On Landau with redoubl'd fury falls, 
Diſcharges all-his thunder on its walls, 
O'er mines, and caves of death provokes the fight, 
And learns to-conquer- in the Hero's ſight. 


The Britiſh chief,. for mighty toils renown'd, 
Increag'd in titles, and with conqueſts crown'd, 
To Belgian coaſts his tedious march renews, 

And the long windings of the Rhine purſues, 
Clearing its borders from uſurping foes, 
And bleſt by reſcu'd nations as he goes. 
Treves fears no more, free from its dire alarms, 
And Traerbach feels the terror of his arms, 
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Seated on rocks her proud foundations ſhake,. 
While Marlbre* preſſes to the dire attack, 
Plants all his batr'ries, bids his cannon roar, 
And ſbews how Landau might have fall'n before. 
Scar'd at his near approach, great Lovis fears 
Vengeancereſery'd for his declining Years, 
Forgets his thirſt of univerſal ſway, 
And ſcarce can teach his ſubjects to obey: 
His arms he finds on yain attempts employ'd,, 
Th' ambitious projects of his racedeſtroy'd,. 
The work of ages ſunk in one campaign, 
And lives of millions ſacrificd in vain. 

Such are th* Effects of ANN 4's royal cares: 
By her, Britax nia, great in foreign wars, 


Ranges through nations, whereſoe'er disjoin'd,, 


Without the wantedaid of ſea, and wind.. 
By her th' unfetter'd Iſter's ſtates are free, 
And taſte the ſweets of Engliſh liberty, 

But who can tell the joys of thoſe, that lye 
Within the conſtant influence of her eye, 

W hilſt in diffuſive ſhow'rs her bounties fall, 
Like heay'ns indulgence, and deſcend on all, 
Secure the happy, ſuccour the diſtreſt, 


Make ey'ry ſubject glad, and a whole people bleſt. 


Thus would 1 fain Britannia's wars rehearſe, 
In the ſmooth records of a faithful verſe; 
That, if ſuch numbers can o'er time prevail, 
May tell Poſterity the wond'rous tale. 


When actions, 'unadorn'd are faint, and weak, | 


Cities, and countries muſt be taught to ſpeak ; 


Gods 


ds. 


Cui. BY 
Gods may deſcend in faRions from the skies, 4 
And rivers from theit oon beds ariſe „ 
riction may de | 
And round the heroe call 2 borow d Plane. 

Malbro's Exploits appear diyinely bright. 

And proudly ſhine in their own native light; 

Rais'd of themſelves, their genuine charms they boaſt, 
Aud thoſe, who paint em trueſt, praiſe em moſt. 
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Written by the Honourable 


Sr FOHN DENHAM, 
Knight of the Bath, 


dream 

Upon Parnaſſus, nor did taſte the 
| ſtream 
71 Of Helicony we therefore may ſup- 
: pole 

Thoſe made not poets, but the poet thoſe. 
And as courts make not kings, but kings the court, 
So where the muſes, and their train reſort, 

Parnaſſus 


LURE there are poets which did never 


40. 


the 
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Parnaſſus ſtands; it J can be to thee | 
A poet, thou Parnaſſus art to me. 
Nor wonder, if (advantag'd in my flight, 
By taking wing from thy auſpicious height) 
Thro' untrac'd ways, and aery paths I fly, 
More boundleſs in my fancy, than my eye: 
My eye, which ſwift as thought contracts the ſpace 
That lies between, and firſt ſalutes the place, 
Crown'd with that ſacred pile, ſo yaſt, ſo high, 
That whether it's a part of earth, or sky, 
Uncertain ſeems, and may be thought a proud 
Aſpiring mountain, or deſcending Cloud: 
Paul's the late theme of ſuen a muſe whoſe flight * 
Has bravely reach'd, and ſoar'd above thy height; 
Now ſhalt thou ſtand, tho' ſword, or time, or fice, 
Orzeal, more fierce than they, thy fall conſpire, 
Secure, whilſt thee the beſt of poets ſings, a 
Preſery'd from ruin by the beſt of kings. 
Under his proud ſurvey the city lies, 
Andlike a miſt beneath a hill doth riſe; 
Whoſe ſtate, and wealth, the bus'neſs, and the crowd 
Seems at this diſtance but a darker cloud: 
And isto him, who rightly things eſteems, 
No other, in effect, than what it ſeems, 
Where, with like baſte, tho' ſev'ral ways they run, 
Some to undo, and ſome to be undone; 
While luxury, and wealth, like war, and peace, 
Arc each the others ruin, and increaſe, 
As rivers loſt in ſeas ſome ſecret vein 
Thence re-conyeys,. there to be loſt again. 


„ 


* Mr.IValler, 
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O happineſs of ſweet retir'd content, | 
To be at once ſecure, and innocent! 


* Windſorthe next (where Mars, with Venus dwells; 


Beauty with ſtrength) above the valley ſwells. 
Into my eye, and doth it ſelf preſent 

With ſuch an eaſie, and unforc'd aſcent, | 
That no ſtupendious precipice denies 

Acceſs, no horror turas away our eyes: 

But ſuch a riſe as doth at once invite 

A pleaſure, anda rey'rence from the ſight; 
Thy mighty maſter's emblem, in waole face 
Sat meekneſs, heightned with majeſtick grace; 
Such ſeems the gentle height, made only proud 
To be the baſis of that pompous load, 


Than which, a nobler weight no mountain bears,.. 


But Atlas only, that ſupports the ſpheres, 


When nature's hand this ground did thus advance, 


'Twas guided by a wiſer pow'r than chance; 
Mark'd out for ſuch a uſe, as if twere meant 
T' invite the builder, and his choice prevent. 
Nor can we call it choice, when what we chuſe, 
Folly, or blindneſs, only could refuſe. 

A crown of ſuch majeſtick tow'rs doth grace 
The god's great mother, when her heav'nly race 
Do homage to her, yet ſhe cannot boaſt 
Amongſt that num'raus, and celeſtial hoſt, 
More Heroes than can Windfor, nor doth fame's. 
Immortal book recard more noble names, 

Not to look back ſo far, to whom this iſle 
Owes the firſt glory of ſo brave a pile. 


as. 


*Windfor. 


Whether 
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Whether to Ceſar, Albanact, or Brute, P 
The britiſh Arthur, or the daniſh Knute, 

(Tho this of old no leſs conteſt: did move, 

Than when for Homer's birth ſev'n cities ſtrove) 

Like him in birth, thou ſhould'ſt be like in tame, 

(As thine his fate, if mine had been his flame) 

But whoſoe'er it was, natuge deſign'd 

Firlt a brave place, and then as brave a mind... 

Not to recount thoſe ſey'ral kings, to whom 

It gave a cradle, or io whom a tomb, 

But thee (great * Edward) and thy greater ſon, 

(The lillies, which thy father wore, he won) 

And thy + Bellona, who the conſort came 

Not only to thy bed, butto thy fame. 

t She to thy triumph led one captive king, 

And brought that ſon, which did the ſecond bring; 
Then didft thou found that order, (whether love, , 

Or victory thy royal thoughts did move) 

Each was a noble cauſe, and nothing leſs. 

Than the deſign, has been the great ſucceſs : - 

W bich foreign kings, and emperors eſteem. 

The ſecond honour to their diadem. 

Had thy great deſtiny but giv'n the skill, 

To know, as well as pow'r to act her will, 

That from thoſe kings, who then thy captives ws 
In after-time ſhould ſpring a royal pair, 

V bo ſhould poſſeſs all that thy mighty power, 

Or thy deſires, more mighty, did devour; 


n 


* Edward the Third, | and the Black Prince. 7 Queer 
Philipa, + The Kings of Frawce and Scotland. 10 


86 COOPER'S-HILL. 


To whom their better fate reſerves what eber 

The victor hopes for, or the vanquiſh'd fear; 
That blood, waich thou, and thy great grandſire ſhed, 
And all that ſince theſe fiſter nations bled, 

Had been unſpilt, had happy Edward known 

That all the blood he ſpilt, had been his own. 

When he that patron choſe, in whom are joyn'd. 
Soldier, and- martyr, and his arms confin'd 

Within the azure circle, he did ſeem. 

But to foretel, and propheſie of him, 

Who to bis realms that azure round hath joyn'd, 
Which nature for their bound at firſt deſign'd. 

That bound, which to the world's extreameſt ends, 
Endleſs it ſelf, it's liquid arms extends; 

Nor doth he need thoſe emblems which we paint, 
But is himſell the ſoldier, and the ſaint. 

Here ſhould my wonder dwell, and here my praile, 
But my fixt thoughts my wandring eye betrays, 
Viewing a neighb'ring hill, whoſe top of late. 

A chapel crown'd, till in the common fate, 

Th' adjoyning abby fell ; (may no ſuch ſtorm. 

Fall on our times, where ruin muit reform.) 

Tell me (my muſe) what monſtrous, dire offence, 
What crime could any chriſtian king incenſe 
Toſucha rage ? was': luxury, or luſt ? 

Was he ſo temperate, ſo cbaſte, ſo juſt? 

Were theſe their crimes?they were his own much more; 
But wealth is crime enough to him that's poor, 
Who having ſpent the treaſures of hiscrown, 
Condemns their luxury to feed his own. 

And yet this act, to varniſh oer the ſhame 
Of ſactiledge, muſt bear deyotion's name. 
f No 
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No crime ſo bold, but would be underſtood. FY 
Areal, or at leaſt a ſeeming good, | 
ed, Who fears. not to doll, yet fears the name, 
And, free from conſcience, is a ſlave to fame: 
Thus he the church at once protefts, and ſpoils, 
But princes ſwords are ſharper than their ſtiles. 
And thus to th* ages paſt he makes amends, 
Their charity deſtroys, their fate defends,, 
Then did religion ina lazy cel}, 
In empty, aery contemplations dwell; 
And like the block, unmoved lay; but our's, 
As much too active, like the ſtork devours. 
Is there no temp'rate region can be known, 
Betwixt their frigid, and our torrid zone? 
Could we not wake from that lethargick dream, 
Butto be reſtleſs in a worſe extream ? 
And for that lethargy was there no cure, 
: Butto be caſt into a calenture ? 
Can knowledge have no bound, but muſt adyance. 
So far, to make us wiſh for ignorance ? 
And rather in the dark to grope our way, 
Than, led. by a falſe guide, to err by day ? 
Who ſees theſe diſmal heaps, but would demand, 
What barbarous inyader ſack d the land? 
But when he hears, no goth, no turk did bring 
This deſolation but a chriſtian king; 
When nothing, but the name of zeal, appears 
Twixt our beſt actions, and the worſt of their's, 
What does he think our ſacriledge would ſpare, 
When ſuch th effects of our deyotion are ? 
Parting from thence 'twixt anger, ſhame, and fear, 
Thoſe for what's paſt, and this for what's too near; 
My 


rez 


No 
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My eye deſcending from the hill, ſurveys 


Where Thames amongſt the wanton vallies ſtrays: 


Thames, the moſt lov'd of all the ocean's ſons, 
By his old fire, to his embraces runs, 

Haſting to pay his tribute to the ſea, 

Like mortal life to meet eternity. 8 
Tho with thoſe ſtreams he no reſemblance hold, . 
Whoſe foam is amber, and their grayel gold; 
His genuine, and leſs guilty wealth explore, 
Search not his bottom, but ſurvey hisfhore; . 
O'er which he kindly ſpreads his ſpacious wing, 
And hatches plenty for th' enſuing ſpring : 

Nor thendeſtroys it with too fonda ſtay, 

Like mothers, which their infants overlay: 

Nor with a ſudden, and impetuous wave, 

Like profuſe kings, reſumes the wealthhe gave 
No unexpected inundations ſpoil 

The mower's hopes, nor mock the plowman'stoil : 
But godlike his unwearied bounty flows, 

Firſt loves to do, then loves the good he does: 
Nor are his bleſſings to his banks coafin d, 

But free, and common, as the fea, or wind; 
When he to boaſt, or to diſperſe his ſtores, 

Full of the tributes of his grate ful ſhores, 

viſits the world, and in his flying towers 

Brings home to us, and makes both Indies ours; 


Finds wealth where tis, beſtows it where it wants, 


Cities in deſerts, woods in cities plants. 

So that to uano thing, no place isftrange, 
While bis fair boſom is the world's exchange: 
O could I flow like thee, and make thy ſtteam 
_ 8 as it is my theme | 


*ho! 
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Tho' deep, yet elear, tho' gentle, yet not dull, | 
Strong without rage, without o'er flowing full, 
Heav'n her Eridanus no more ſhall boaſt, 
Whole fame'sin thine, like leſſer Currents, loſt ; 
Thy nobler ſtreams ſhall viſit Jove's abodes, 
To ſhine amongſt the ſtars, and bath the gods, 
Here * nature, whether more intent to pleaſe 
Us, or her ſelf, with ſtrange varieties, 
(For things of wonder give no leſs delight 
To the wiſe maker's, than beholder's fight, 
Tho' theſe delights from.ſev*ral cauſes move; 
For ſo our children, thus our friends welove) 
Wiſely ſhe knew the harmony of things, 
As well as that of ſounds, from diſcord ſprings. 
Such was thediſcord, which did firſt diſperſe 
Form, order, beauty, thro' the univerſe; 
While dryneſs, moiſture, coldneſs, heat reſiſts; 
All that we have, and that we are, ſubſiſts, 
While the ſteep, horrid roug hneis of the wood. 
Strive with the gentle calmneſs of the ſtood, 
Such huge extreams when nature doth unite, 
Wonder from thence reſults, from thence delight, 
The ſtream is ſo tranſparent, pute, and clear, 
That had the ſelf-enamour'd F youth gaz'd * 
So tatally deceiv'd he had not been, 
While he the bottom, not his face, had ſeen; 
But his proud head the aery mountain hides 
Among the clouds; his ſhoulders, and his ſides - 
A ſhady mantle cloths; his curled brows 
Frownon the gentle ſtieam, which calmly flows,. 
While winds, and ſtorms his lofty forehead beat, 
The common fate of all that's high, or great. 
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= The foreſt, +-Nareiſſns.. Lew. 
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Low at his foot a ſpacious plain is plac'd, 1 
Between the mountain, and the ſtream embrac'd, c 
Which ſhade and ſhelter from the hill derives, 80 
While the kind river wealth, and beauty gives! Al 
And in the mixture of all theſe appears B 
Variety, which all the reſt indears, Hi 
This ſcene had ſome bold Greek or Britiſh bard w 
Beheld of old, what ſtories had we heard, Bi 
Of fairies, ſatyrs, and the nymphs, their dames, 80 
Their feaſts, their revels, and their am'rous flames? U. 
Tis ſtill the ſame, altho' their aery ſhape, Ex 
All but a quick poetick light eſcape. * Th 
There Faunus, and Silvanus keep their courts, Th 
And thither all the horned hoaſt reſorts, | Be 
To graze theranker mead, that noble herd _ 
On whoſe ſublime, and ſhady front is rear'd W 
Nature's great maſter-piece; to ſhew how ſoon 1 
Great things are made, but ſooner are undone. Or 
Here have I ſeen the king, when great affairs Li 
Gave leave to ſlacken, and unbend his cares, Br, 
Attended to the chaſe by all the flow'r ; Wi 
Of youth, . whoſe hopes a nobler prey devour, of 
Pleaſure with praiſe, and danger they would buy. Th 
And wiſh a foe that would nor only fly ; x Th 
The ſtag now conſcious of his fatal growth, IP 
At once indulgent to his fear, and ſloth, pri 
To ſome dark covert his retreat had made, Ani 
Where nor man's eye, nor heav'n's ſhould invade co 
H is ſoft repoſe, when th unexpected ſound An 
Of dogs, and men, his wakeful ear doth wound; His 
Rouz'd with the noiſe, he ſcarce believes his car, Yet 
Willing to think th' illuſions of his fear $1 


Had: 


Had 
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Hadgiv'n this falſe alarm, but ſtrait his view 
Confirms, that more than all he fears is true: 15:4 <0 
Betray d in all his ſlrength, the wood beſet, 
All inſtruments, all arts of ruin met, 
He calls to mind his ſtrength, and then his ſpeed,. 
His winged heels, and then his armed head; 
With theſe Yavoid, with that his fate to men,, 
But fear prevails, and bids him truſt his feet. 
So fait he flies, that his reviewing eye 
Has loſt the chaſers, and his ear the ery 
Exulcing, till he finds, their nobler ſenſe 
Their diſp1oportion'd ſpeed does recompenſe; 
Then curſes his conlpirin g feet, whoſe ſcent 
Berra ys that ſafety, which their (wiftneſs lent , 
Then tries his friends, among the baſer herd, 
Where he ſo lately was obey'd, and fear d. 
His ſafety ſeeks: the herd, unkindly wiſe,, , 
Or chaſes him from thence, or from l. im flies. 
Like a declining ſtates- man, left forlorn. 
To his friend's pity, and purſuer' s ſcorn, 
With ſhame remembers, while himſelf was one. 
Of the ſame herd, himſelt the ſame had done. 
Thence to the coyerts, and the. conſcious groves,. 
The ſcenes of his-paſt triumphs, and his loves; 
Sadly ſurveying where he rang'd alone 
Prince of the ſoil, and all the herd his own;. 
And like a bold knight-errant did proclaim - 
Combat to all, and bore away the dame; 
And taught the woods to echa to the ſtream 
His dreadful challenge, and his claſhing beam; 
Yet faintly now declines the fatal ſtrife, 
do much his love was dearer than his life. 
| 7 ; Now 
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Now ev'ry leaf, and ev'ry moving breath 
Preients a foe, and ey'ry foe a: death. 
Weary'd, forſaken, and purſu'd, at laſt 

All ſafety in deſpair of ' ſafety plac'd, 
Courage he thence reſumes, r eſolv d to bear 
All their aſſaults, ſince 'tis in vain to fear. 
And now too late he wiſhes for the fight 

That ſtrength, he waſt ed in ignoble flights. 
But when he ſees the eagerchaſe renew'd,. 
Himſelf by dogs, the dogs by men purſu'd,. 
He ſtrait re vokes his bold reſolye, and more 
Repents his courage, than his fear betore ;. -. 
Pinds that uncertain ways unſafeſt are; 

And doubt a greater miichbiet than deſpair, . 
Then tothe ſtream, when neither friends, nor force, 
Nor ſpeed, nor art avail, he ſhapes his courſe ; 
Thinks not their rage · io deip'rare to aſſag 

An element more mercileſs than they, _ 

But earleſi they purſue, nor can the flood 

Quench their dire thirit ; alas; they. thirſt for blood! 
So tow'rd a ſhip the oarfin d gallies ply, 

Which wanting ſea to ride, or wind io fly, 

Stands but to fall reveng'd on thoſe that dare 

Tempt the laſt fury of extream deſpair; 

So fares the ſtag among th' enraged hounds, 

Repels their force, and wounds retuns for wounds. 
And as an hero, whom his baſer foes 

In troops ſurround, now theſe aſſails, now thoſe, 
Tho' prodigal of life, diſdains to dye a 
By common hands; but if he can diſery 

Some nobler foe's approach, to him he calls, 
And begs his tate, and then contented falls, 
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So when the king a mortal ſhaft lets fly 
From his unerring hand, then glad to dye, 
Proud of the wound, eo it reſigus his blood, 
And ſtains the eryſtal with a purple flood. 
This a more innocent and happy chaſe, - 
Than when of old, but ia the ſeif-ſams place, 
* Fair liberty purſu'd, and meant a prey 
To lawleſs power, here turn'd, and ſtood at bay. 
When in that remedy all hope was plac'd 
Which was, or ſhould have been at leaſt, the laſt. 
Here was that charter feald, whereinthe.crown + 
All marks of arbitrary power lays down + - 
Tyrant, and ſlave, thoſe names, of hate and fear, 


The happier ſtyle of King, and ſubject bear: 


Happy when both to the ſame center move, 

When kings give liberty, and ſubjects love. 
Theretore not long in force this charter ſtood, 
Wanting that ſeal, it muſt be ſeal'd in blood. 

The ſubje&s arm'd, the more their princes gave,” 
Th' advantage only took the more to erave. 


Till kings by giving, give themſelves away, 


And even that power that ſhould deny, betray. 

Who gives conſtrain'd, but his own fear reveals, 

© Notthank't, but ſcorn'd ; nor are they gifts, but ſpoils 
Thus kings, by graſping more thanthey could hold, 


Firſt made their ſubje&s by oppreſſion bold: 


And pop lar ſway, by forcing kings to give 
More than was fit for ſubje&s to receive, 


* Runny Mead, u here the Great Charter was firſt 
ſealed. + Magna Charta. 
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Ran torhe {ame extreams ; and one exceſs 
Made both, byſtriving to be greater, leſs. 
When a calm river rais'dwith ſudden rains, 
Or ſnows diſſoly d, o'erflows th' — 
The husbandmey with kigh-rais'd banks ſecure; - 
Their greedy hopes, and this he can endure : 

But if with bays, and dams, they ſtrive to force 
His channel to a new, or narrow courſe; 

No longer then within bis banks he dwells, 

Firſt to a torrent, then a deluge ſwells: 

Stronger, and fiercer! by reſtraint he roars, | 
Andknows no bound, but makes his pow'r his ſhores 


To the Right Honourable | 
CHARLES, Lord Halifax. 


By Mr. ADDISO N. 


— 


Salve, magna parens ſrugum, Saturnia tellus, ; 
Magna vi am tibi res Antiqua laudis, & Artis 
Aggredior, ſanttos auſus recludere font es. #0; 4 

| Virg. Geo. 2. 


Hile you, my lord, the rural ſhades admire, 
And from Britannia's publick poſts retire z * 

Nolonger her ungrateful ſonstopleaſe, 0 

For their advantage {ſacrifice your eaſe; 


A 


Me iato foreign realms my fate conveys, | 
Thro' nations fruitful of immortal lays; 
| Where the ſoft ſeaſon, and inviting elime 
v Confpire to trouble your repoſe withrhime, 


- Forwhereſoe er I. turn my taviſh'd eyes, 
ay, gilded ſcenes, and ſhining proſpects riſes 
Poetick fields encompaſs me around, 

And ſtill ſeem to tread on claſſick ground; 
For herethe muſe ſo oft her barp has ſtrang, | 
Thartiota mountain rears it's head unſung , 
Renown'd in verſe each ſnady thicket grows, 
Andey'ry ſtream in heav'nly numbers flows. 


KRow am I plea&to ſearch the hills, aud woods | 


For riſing ſprings, and celebrated floods! 

To wew the N tumultuous in his courfe, 
And trace the ſmooth Clitumnus to his ſource, 
To ſee the Mincio draw his wat*ry ſtore 

Thro' the long windings of a fruitful ſhore z 
And hoary Albuls's intefted tide 

O er the warm bed of ſmoaking ſulphur glide. 


Fir d with a thouſand raptures I ſurvey 

Eridanus thro flow'ry meadows ſtray, ; 

The king of floods! that rolling o'er the plains 
The tow'ring alps ot halt their moiſture drains, 
And, proudly ſwoll'n with a whole winter's ſnows, 
Diſtributes wealth, and plenty where he flows, 


Sometimes, miſguided by the tuneful throng, 
Llook for ſtreameininontatiz'd: in ſong, 5 
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That loſt in ſilence, and oblivion lye, , 
Dumb are their fountains, and their channels dry, 
Yet run for ever by the mule's skill, 
And in the ſmooth deſcription murmur till, 


Sometimes to gentle Tiber I retire, 
And the fam'd river's empty ſhores admire, 
That deſtitute of ſtrength derives its courſe 
From thrifty urns, and an unfruittul ſourſe; 
Yet ſung ſo often in poetick lays, 
With ſcorn the Danube, and the Nile ſurveys, 
So high the deathleſs muſe exaltsber theme 
Such was the Boyn, a poor inglorious ſtream, 
That in Hibernian vales obſcurely ftray'd, 
And unobſery'd in wild Meander's play'd ; 
Till by your lines, and Naſſau's ſword renown'd 
I's riſing billows thro* the world reſound, 
her e er the hero's godlike acts can pierce, 
Or where the fame of an immortal verſe. 


Oh, cou'd the muſe my raviſh'd breaſt inſpire 
With warmth like yours, and raiſe an equal fire, 
Unnumber'd beauties in my verſe ſhou'd ſhine, 
And Virgil's Italy ſhould yield to mine! 


See! how the golden groves around me ſmile, 
That ſnun the coaſts of Britain's ſtormy iſle, 
Or when tranſplanted, and preſery'd with care, 
Curſe the cold clime, and ſtarve in northern air. 
Here kindly warmth their mounting juice terments, 
To noblertaſtes, and more exalted ſcents, 
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Ev'n the * rocks with tender myrtle bloom. Wh 
And trodden weeds ſend out a rich pertume. til 
Bear me ſome gods to Baja's gentle ſeats, 

Or cover me in Umbria s green retreats, 

Where weſtern gales eternally reſide, 

And all the ſeaſons laviſh all their pride: | 
Bloſſoms, and fruits, and flow'rs together riſe, 
And the whole year in gay confuſion lies. 


Immortal glories in my mind revive, 
And in my ſoul a thouſand paſſions ſtrive, 
When Rome sexalted beauties I deſery 
Magnificent i in piles of ruin lye.: 
An amphitheater's amazing height 
Here fills my eye with terror, and delight, 
That on its publick ſhows unpeopled Rome, 
And held unerouded vations in its womb. 
Here pillars, rough with ſculpture, . pierce the abies, 
And hers the proud triumphal are hes riſe, _ 
Where tha old Roman's deathleſs acts dif play'd, 
Their baſe degen'rate progeny upbtaid. 
Whole rivers here forſake their fields below, 
And wondring at their height thro* airy channels flow. 


Still to new ſcenes my wanJ'ring mule retires, 
And the dumb ſhow of breathing rocks admires, 
W here the ſmooth Chiſel all it's force has ſhown, 
And ſofted into fleſh the rugged ſtone, 

In ſolema ſilence, a majeſtick band, 

Heroes, and gods, and Roman conſuls fand. 
Stern tyrants, whom their cruelties renown, 
And emperors in Parian marble frown, 
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While the bright dames to whom they humbly ſu'd, 
Still ſhew the. charms, that their. proud hearts ſubdu'd. 


Fain wou'd | Raphael's godlike art rehearſe, 
And ſhew th". immortal labours in my, yerſe, 
Where. from the mingled ſtrength of ſhade, and light 
A new creation riſes to my ſight z 
Such heay'nly figures from his pencel flow, e- 
Sowarm with life his blended colours glow, 

From theme to theme, with ſecret p! caſure toſt, 

Amidſt the ſeft variety I'm loſt; 

Here pleaſing airs my raviſh'd {out confound - 

With circling noꝛes, andlab*rynths of ſound ; 
ere domes, and temples riſe in diſtant views, 

And op'ning palaces invite my muſe. 


How has kind heaven adorn'd the happy land, 
nd ſcatter'd bleſſing s with a waſteful hand! 

zut what avail her unhauſted ſtores, 

Her blooming mountains and her ſunny 8 
With all the gifts that heuv'n, and earth impart, 
he ſmiles of nature, and the charms of art; 
Vhile proud oppreſſion in the valleys reigns, 
ndryranny uſurps her happy plains? ? 

The poor inhabitants behold in vain } 
The red*ning orange, and the ſwelling grain: 
oyleſs he ſees the growing oyls, and wines, 

nd in the myrtle's fragrant ſhade repines: 
tarvesin the midſt of nature's bounty curſt, 
ind in the loaden yineyard dies for thirſt, 
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Oh liberty thou goddeſs beay'nly bright, 
Profuſe of bliſs, and pregnant with delight, 
Eternal pleaſures in thy preſence reign, 

And ſmiling plenty leads thy wanton train! 
Eas'd of her load, ſubjection grows more light, 
And poverty looks chearful in thy fight ; 

Thou mak'ſt the gloomy face of nature gay, 
Giv'ſt beauty to the ſun, and pleaſure to the day. 


Thee goddef: Y thee Britannia'sille adores 1 * 


How oft has ſhe ex hauſt ed all her ſtores; 8 
Ho oft in fields of death thy preſence ſought ? 
Nor thinks the mighty prize toodearly bought: 
On foreign mountains may, the ſun refine 

The grape's ſoftjuice, and mellow it to wine, 
With citron groves adorn a diſtant ſoil, 

And the ſat olive {well with floods of oy: 
Weenvy not the warmer clime, that lies 

In ten degrees of more indulgent skies;- 

Nor at the couſeneſs of our heav /n repine, 
Tao' o'er our heads the frozen Pilads ſhine: 
Tis liberty that crowns Britannia's iſle, 


And makes her barren rocks, and har yung — 


n. 


Others with tow' ting piles . 


And in their proud aſpiring domes delight, 
A nicer touch to the ſtreteh'd canvas gi ve, 


Or teach their animated rocks to live: 75 
Tis Britain's care to watch o'er Europe's fate, 
And hold in balance each contending ſtare, 
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To threaten bold, preſumptious kings with war, 
And anſwer her afflicted neighbour's pray'r. 

The Dane and Swede, rouz'd up by fierce alarms 
Bleſs the wiſe eonduct of her pious arms, 

Soon as her fleets appear, their terrors ceaie, 
And all the northern world lies huſh'd in peace. 


Ti' ambitious Gaul beholds with ſecret dread 
Her thunder, aim'd at his aſpiring head, 
Aud fain her godlike ſons wou'd diſunite 
By foreign gold, or by domeſtick ſpite ; 
But ſtrives in vain to conquer, or divide 
Whom Naſſau's arms defend, and counſels guide, 


Fir'd with the name, which 1 ſo oft have found 
The diſtant climes, and diffrent rongues reſound; 
1 bridle in my ſtruggling mule with pa n, 

That longs to launch into a bolder ſtrain, 


But I've already troubled you too long, 
Nor dare attempt a more advenꝰr us ſong. 
My humble verie deman is a ſo ter theme, 
A painted meadow, or a purling ſtream, 
Unfittor heroes, waom immortal l1ys, 
And lines like Virgil's or like your's ſhou'd praiſe. 
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LORD PRIVY-SEAL 


Oneending kings and fields of death, too long 
Have been the ſubjeft of the Beitiſh ng. 

Who hath not read of fam'dRamillia'splain, 

Bavaria's fall, and Danube choak'd with ſlain ! 

Exhauſted themes\ a gentler note I raiſe, 

And ſing returning peace in ſofter lays. 

Their fury queil d, and martial rage allay's, 

I wait our heroes in the ſylvan ſhade ; 

Disbanding hoſts are imag'd to my mind, 

And warring pow'rs in friendly leagues combin d, 

While eaſe and pleaſure make the nations ſmile, 

And heav'n and ANNA Aleſ Britaania's Ie. 


Well ſends our QUEEN her mitred BRISTOL forth, 
For early counſels fam'd, aud long iry'd worth, 
tho, thirty rolling years, had oft with-beld 
The Suede and Saxon from the duſty feld: 
Completely form d to heal the chriſtian wounds, 
To name the kings, and giue each kingdom bounds, 
Tie face of ravag'd nature to repair, 
By leagues to ſoften earth, and heav'n by pray r. 
To gain by love, where rage and laughter fail, 
And make the croſier o'er the ſword prevail. 


So when great Moſes, with Jehovah's wand, 


Had ſcatter'd plagues o er ſtubborn Pharaoh's land, 5 
| ow 


Now ſpreadamhoſt of locuſts round the ſhore, 

Now turn'd Nile's fart ning fireams to hutrid gore; 
Plenty and gladneſs mark'd the prieſt of god, 

And ſudden almonds lhot from Aaron's rod. 


| Oabou, from whom theſe bounteous bleſſings flow, 
L To whom, as chief, the hopes of peace we owe, 
(For next to thee, the man whom kings contend 
To ſtile companion, and to make their friend, 
Great Strafford, rich in every courtiy grace, 
With joyſul pride accepts the ſecond place.) 
From Britain's Iſle, and Iſis ſacred ſpring 
One hour, oh! liſten while the muſes ſing. 
Thouzh miniſters of mighty monarchs wait, 
With beating hearts, to learn their maſter: fate, 
One hour forbear to ſpeak thy QUEEN's commands, 
Nor think the world, thy charge, neglecfed ſtands ; 
The biſiful proſpets, in my verſe diſplay'd, 
May lure the ſiubborv, the deceiv'd purſuade, 
\ En thou to peace ſbalt ſpeedier urge the way, 
And wore be haſten d by this ſhort delay. 
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* E haughty Gaul, in ten Campaigns o*erthrown;. 


Now ceas'd to think the weſtern world his own. 
Oft had he mourn'd his boaſting leaders bound, 
And his proud bulwarks ſmoaking on the ground: 
In vain with pow'rs renew d he fill'd the plain, 
Made tim'rous vows, and brib'd the ſaints in yair; .. 
As oft his legions did the fight decline, 
Lurk'd in the Trench, and skulk'd behind the line. 
Refore his eyes the fancy'd javelin gleame, 
At teaſts he ſtarts, and {ſeems dethron'd in dreams, 
On glory paſt reflects with ſecret pain, 
On mines exhauſted, and on millions ſlain. 


To Britain's QUEEN the ſceptred ſuppliant bends,, 


To her his crowns and infant race commends, 
Who grieves her fame with chriſtian blood to buy, 
Nor asks for glory at a price ſo high. 

At her decree the war ſuſpended ſtands, 

And Britain's heroes hold their lifted hands, 

Their open brows no threat'ning frowns diſguiſe, . 
But gentler paſſions ſparkle intheir eyes.. 
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The Gauli, whonever in their courts could find 

Such temper'd fire with manly beauty join'd, 

Doubt if they're thoſe, whom dreadful to the view 

In forms ſo fierce their fearful tancies drew, 

At whoſe dire names ten thouſand widows preſt 

Their helpleſs orphans clinging to the breaſt, 

In ſilent rapture each his foe ſurveys, 

They vow firm friendſhip, and give mutual praiſe, 
Brave minds, howe'er at war, are ſecret friends, 
Their gen'rous diſcord with the battel ends 

In peace they wonder whence diſſer tion roſe, 
And ask now ſouls ſo like could e'er be foes. 

Methinks I hear more friendly ſhouts rebound, 
And ſocial clarions mix their ſpriglitly ſound, | 
The Britiſh flags are furl'd, hertroops disband, 
And ſcatter'd Armies ſeek their native land, 

The hardy Vet'ran, proud of many a Scar, 

The manly charms and honours of the war, 

Who hop'd to ſhare his friends illuſtrious doom, 
And in the battel-find a ſoldier's tomb, | 
Leans on his ſpear to take his farewel view, 

And ſighing bids the glorious camp adieu. 

Ye gen'rous fair, receive the brave with ſmiles, 
O'er-pay their ſleepleſs nights, and crown their Toils ; 
Soft beauty is the gallant ſoldier's due, 

For you they conquer, and they bleed for you. 

In vain proud Gaul with boaſtſul Spain conſ pires, 
When Engliſh valour Engliſu beauty fires; 

The nations dread your eyes, and kings deſpair 

Of chiefs ſo brave, till they have nymphs ſo fair. 
See the fond wife, in tears ot tranſport drown'd, - 


Nags her rough lord, and weeps o er every wound. 
Hangs 
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Hangs on the lips that fields of blood relate, 
And ſmiles, or trembles at his various fate. 
Near the full bowl he draws the fancy'dline, 
And marks feign'd trenches in the Gowing wine, 
Then ſets th' inveſted fort before her eyes, 
And mines, that whirl'd battalions to the skies; 
His lice liſt' ning progeny turn pale, 
And beg again to hear the dreadful tale. 

Such dire atchieyments ſings the bard that tells 
Of palfrey'd dames, bold knights, and magick ſpells, 
Where whole brigades one champion's arms oferthrow,. 
And cleave a giant at a random blow, 
Slay paynims vile, that force the fair, and tame 
The goblin's fury, and the dragon's flame, 

Our eager youth to diſtant nations run, 
To viſit fields their valiant fathers won ; 
From Flandria's ſhore their country's fame they trace, 
Till far Germania ſhews her blaſted face. 
Tir exulting Briton asks his mournful guide, 
Where his hard fate the loſt Bavaria try d; 
W here Stepney grav d the ſtone to ANN 4's fame, 
He points to Blenheim, once avulgar name; 
Here fled the Houſbold, there did Tallard yield, 
Here Marlborough turn'd the fortune of the field, 
On thoſe ſteep banks, near Danube's raging flood 
The Gauls thrice ſtarted back, and trembling ſtood: 
When, Churchill's arm perceiv d, they ſt>od not long, 
But plung'd amid'ſt the waves, a deſp'rate throng, 
Crovids whelm'd on crowds daſh'd wide the watry Bed, 
And drove the current to its diſtant head. 

As when by Raphael's, or by Kneller's hands 
A warlike courſet on the canvas ſtands, 
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Such as on Landes bleeding Ormond bor e, 

Or ſet young Ammon on the Granick ſhore , 

It chance a gen'rous ſteed the work behold, 

He ſnorts, he neighs, he champs the foamy Gold: 
So, Hocſtet ſeen, tumultuous paſſions rowl, 

And hints of glory fire the Briton's Soul. 

In fancy'd fights he ſees the troops engage, 

And all the tempeſt of the battel rage. 


Charm me, ye pow'rs, with ſcenes leſs nobly bright, 


Far humbler thoughts th' inglorious muſedelight, 
Content to ſee the horrors of the field 
By plough-ſhares levell'd, or in flowers conceal'd, 
O'er ſhatter'd walls may creeping Ivy twine, 
And graſs luxuriant cloath the barmleſs mine, 
Tame flocks aſcend the breach without a wound, 
Or crop the Baſtion now a fruitful ground 
While ſhepherds ſleep along the rampart laid, 
Or pipe beneath the formidable ſhade- a 

Who was the man? Oblivion blaſt his name, 
Torn out, and blotted from the liſt of Fame! 
Who fond of lawleſsrule,. and proudly brave, 
Firſt ſunk the filial ſubject to a ſlave, 
His neighbours realms by frauds un-kingly gain'd, 
In guiltleſs-blood the ſacred ermine ſtain'd, _ 
Laid ſchemes for death, to ſlaughter turn'd his heart 
And fitted murder to the rules of art. 

Ah! curſt ambition, to thy lures we owe- 
All the great ills, that mortals bear below, 
Curſt by the hind,, when to the ſpoil be yields 
His year's whole ſweat, and vainly ripen'd fields. 
Curſt by the maid, torn from her lover's ſide, 
When left a widow,, cho not yet a bride 
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By mothers curſt, when floods of tears they ſned 
And ſcatter uſeleſs roſes on the dead, 

Oh ſacred Briſtol / then what dangers prove 

The Arts, thou ſmil'ſt on with paternal love? 
Then, mix'd with rubbiſh by the brutal foes, 

In vain the marble breaths, the canvas glows; - 
To ſhades obſoure the glitt'ring ſword purſues 
The gentle poet, and defencelefs muſe. 

Avoice, like thine alone, might then aſſwage 
The warriors fury and controul his rage; 

To hear thee ſpeak might the fierce Vandal ſtand, 
And fling the brandiſh'd ſabre from his hand. 

Far hence be driv'nto Scythia's ſtormy ſhore. 
The drum's harſh muſick; and the cannon'scoar.z 
Let grim Bellona haunt the lawleſs plain, 

Where Tartar clans, and grizly Coſſacks reign ; - 
Let the ſteel Tur be deat to matrons cries, 
See virgins raviſh'd with relentleſs eyes, 
Todeathyrey heads and ſmiling infants doom, 
Nor ſpare the-promite of the pregnant womb, 
Oer waſted kingdoms ſpread his wide command, 
The ſavage lotd of an unpeopled land. 

Her guiltleſs glory juſt Britannia draws 

From pure religion and ĩmpartiallaws, 

To Europe's wounds a mother's aid ſhe brings, 

And holds in equal ſcales the rival kings: 

Her gen'rous ſons in choiceſt gifts abound; 

Alike in arms, alike in arts renown'd. 

As whea [weet Vemus (ſo the fable ſings) 

Awak'dby Nereids, from the Ocean ſprings, 

With ſmiles {fe fees the threat'ning billowsriſe; . 

2 ——— and clears the louring skies, 

ol Light 
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Light, o'er the deep, with flutt'ring Cupids crown'd, 

The pearly couch and ſilver turtles bound; 8 

Her trefles ſhed ambroſial odours round. , 
Amidſt the world of waves ſo ſtands ſerene 0 

Britannia's Iſle; the ocean's ſtately queen; | 

Ih vain the nations have conſpir'd her fall, 

Her trench the ſea, and fle es her floating wall: 

Defenceleſs barks, her pow'rful navy near, 

Have only waves and hurricanes to fear. 

What bold invader, or what land oppreſt 

Hath not her anger quell'd, her aid redreft! 

Say, where have e' er her union- croſſes ſail'd, 

But much her arms, her juſtice more prevaib'd! \ 

Her labours are to plead th' almighty's cauſe, . | 

Her pride to teach th' untam'd barbarian laws: 

Who conquers; wins by brutal ſtrengih the prize; 

But 'tis a godlike work to civiliae. 
Have we forgot how from great Raſſias throne. 

The king, whoſe pow'r half Europe's regions own, 

Whoſe ſceptre waving, with one ſhautruſh forth, , 

In ſwarms the harneſs'dmillionsof the north, | 

Through realms of ice purſu d his tedious way, 

To court our .triend{hip, and out fame ſurvey !. 

Hence the rich priae of uſeful arts he bore, 

And round his empire ſpread the learned ſtare 2. 

(T'adorh old realms, is more than new to raiſe, | 

His country's parent is a monarch's praiſe) . , 

His bandsnew march in juſt array to war, 

And Caſpian gulphs unuſual Navies bear; 

With Runict lays, Smolensko's foreſts ring, 

And wond'ripg Volga hears the mules ling, 
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Did not the painted kings of India greet” 

Our QUEEN, and lay their Sceptres at her feet! 

Chiets who full bowls of hoſtile blood had quaff d, 

Fam'd for the javelin, and inyenom'd ſhaft, 

Whoſe haughty brows made ſayages adore, 

Nor bow'd to leſs than ſtars or ſun before. 

Her pitying (mile accepts their ſuppliant claim, 

And adds four monarchs to the chriſtian name. 
Bleſt uſe of pow'r! O virtuous pride in kings! 

And like his bounty, whence dominion ſprings! 


Which o'er- new worlds makes heay'n's indulgence 


ſhine, | 

And ranges myriads under laws divine! 
Well bought with all that thoſe ſweet regions hold, 
With groves of ſpices, and with wines of gold, 

Fearleſs our merchant now purſues bisgain, 
And roams ſecurely o'er the boundleſs-main. 
Now ober his head the polar bear he ſpies, 
And freezing ſpangles of the Lapland skies, 
Now ſwells his canvas to the ſultry line, 
With glitt'ring ſpoils where Indian grottoes ſhine, . 
Where fumes of incenſe glad the ſouthern ſeas, 
And wafted citronſcents the balmy breeze. 
Here nearer ſuns prepare the rip'ning gem, 
To grace great ANNE's imperial digdem, 3; 
And here the ore, .whoſe melted maſs ſhall yield 
On faithful coins each memorable field, | 
Which, mixt with medals of immortal Rome, 
May clear diſputes, and teach the times to come. 

In circling beams ſhall godlike 4N NA glo, 
| AndChurchilPs ſword — proſtrate foe, 
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In comely wounds ſhall bleeding worthies ſtand, = 
Webb's firm platoon, and Exmly's faithful band, 
Bold Mordauntin Iberian trophies dreſt, 
And Campbells Dragon on his dauntleſs Breaſt, 
Great Ormond's Deeds on Vigo's ſpoils enroll'd, 
And Gaiſcard's knife on Harley's Chili Gold. | 
And if the Muſe, O Briſtol, might decree, 4 
Here Granville noted by the lyre ſhould be, 8 
The lyre for Granville, and the Croſs for thee. 

Such are the honours grateful Britain pays, 
So patriots merit, and ſo monarchs praiſe. 
O're diſtant times ſuch records ſhall prevail, 
When Engliſh numbers, antiquated, fail: 
A trifling ſong the muſe can only yield, 
And ſooth her ſoldiers panting from the field, 
To ſweet retirements ſee them ſafe convey'd, 
And raiſe their battles in the rural ſhade. N 
From fields of death to Woodftock's peaceful gloom, | 
(The poet's haunt) Brisannia's hero comes 
Begin, my muſe, and ſoftly touch the ſtring: 
Here Henry loy'd; and Chaucer learn'd to ſing. 

Hail fabled grotto! hail £lyſan ſoil! 
Thou faireſt ſpot of fair Britannia's ile 
Where kings of old conceabd forgot the throne,. 
And beauty was content to ſhine unknown, 
Where love and war by turns pavilions rear, 
And Henry's bow'rs near Blenheim's dome appear 3. 
The weary'd champion lull in ſoft alcoves, 
The nobleſt boaſt of thy romantick groves. 
Oft, it the muſe preſage, ſhall he be ſeen. 
By Ro/amonda fleeting ore the green, | 
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In dieams behail'd by heroes mighty ſhades,” 

And hear old Chaucer warble though the glades, 

O're the fam'd ecchoing vaults his name ſhall bound. 
And hill to hill reflect the fav'rite ſound. 

Here, here at leaſt thy love for arms give o'er, + 
Nor, one world conquer 'd, fondly wiſh for more: 
Vice of great ſouls alone] O thirſt of fame! 
The muſe admires it; while ſhe ſtrives to blame. 
Thy toils be now to chace the bounding deer, 

Or view the courſers ſtretch in wild carreer; 

This lovely ſcene ſhall.ſooth thy Soul to reſt, 

And wear each dreadful image from thy breaſt; , 
With pleaſure, by thy conqueſts ſhalt thou ſee 
Thy QUEEN triumphant, and all Europe free, 
No cares henceforth ſha'l thy repoſe deſtroy, , 

But what thou giv'ſt the world, thy ſelf enjoy. 

_ "Sweet ſolitude / when life's gay hours are paſt; - 
Howe'er we range, in thee we fix at laſt, 

Toft through tempeſtous ſeas, (the voyage o'er). 
Pale we look back, and bleſs thy friendly ſnore. 
Our own ſtrift judges our paſt life we ſcan, . | 
And ask if glory hath enlarg'd the ſpan; - 

If bright the proſpect, we the grave deſie, 

Truſt future ages, and contented die, 

When ſtrangers from far diſtant climes ſhall come, 
To view the ppmp,of this triumphant dome, 
Where rear d aloft diſſembled trophies ſtand, . 

And breathing labours of. the ſculptor's hand, . 

Where Kneller's art ſnall paint the flying Gaul, 

And Bourbon's woes ſhall fill the ſtory d wall; 

Heirs of thy blood ſhall o'er their bounteous board - 

F Europe's Guard, thy monumental ſword, | 
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Banners that oft have war'd on conquer'd walls 
And trumps; that drown'd the groans of gaſping ; Gamls, 
Fair dames ſhall oft, with curious eye, explore 

The coſtly robes that ſlaughter'd gen'rals wore, 
-Richtrappingsfrom the Danube's whirlpools brought, 
(Heſperian nuns the gorgeous broid'ry wrought, 

Belts ſtiff with gold, the Bojan horſe-man's pride, 

And Gaule's fair flow'rs, in human crimſon dy'd. 

Ot ChurchilPs race perhaps ſome lovely boy 

Shall mark the burniſh'd ſteel that hangs on high, 
Shall gaze tranſported on it's glitt'ring charms, - 

And reach it ſtruggling with unequal arms, 

By ſigns the drum's tumultuous ſound requeſt, 
Then ſeek, inſtarts, the huſhing mother's. breaſt. oo 

So, in the painter's animated frame, 

Where Mars embraces the ſoft Papbian dame, 

The little loves in ſport his fauchion wield, _ 

Or join their ſtrength to have his pond*rous ſhield : 
One ſtrokes the plume in Tizyon's gore embru'd, 
And one the ſpear, that reeks with Typhor's blood, | 
Another's infant brows the helme ſuſtain, 

He nods his creſt, and frights the ſhrieking train. 

Thus, the rude tempeſt of the field o'er-blown, 

Shall whiter rounds of ſmiling years row! on, 

Our victors, bleſt in peace, forget their wars, 
Enjoy paſt dangers, and abſolve the ſtars. 

But oh! what ſorrows ſhall bedew your urns, 

Ye honour'd ſhades, whom widow'd Albion mourns! . 

If your thin forms yet diſcontented mone, 

And haunt the mangled manſions, once your own, 
Behold what flow'rs the pious muſes {trow, 

And tears, which in the midſt of triumph flow, 

Cy- 


_ * 


we OB CEE: * 
Cypreſs'and bays your envy'd brows furrotmd,; | 
Your namesthe tender matron's heart ſhall wound, ms? 
And the ſoft maid grow penſive at the ſound. 
Accept, great ANNE, the tears their mem'ry draws, 
Who nobly periſh'd in their ſov'raign's cauſe : 
For thou in pity bid'ſt the war give o'er, 
Mourn'ſt thy ſlain heroes, nor wilt venture more. 
Vaſt price of blood on each victorious day! 
(But Europe's freedom doth that price repay.) 
Lamentedtriumphs! when on breath muſt tell 
That Marlborough conquer'd, and that Dormer fell. 
Great QUEEN! whoſe name ſtrikes haughty mon- 


On whoſe juſt ſcepter hangs Europa's ſcale, (archs pale, 


Whoſe arm like mercy wounds, decides like fate, 

On whoſe decre e the nations anxious wait; 

From Albion's cliffs thy wide extended hand 

Shall o'er the main to far Peru command, 

So vaſt a tract whoſe wide domain ſhall run, 

It's circling skies ſhall ſee no ſetting ſun. 

Thee, thee an hundred languages mall claim, 

And ſavage ndiaus ſwear by ANN A's name, 

The line and poles ſhall own thy rightful way, 

And thy commands the ſever'd globe obey. 
Round the vaſt ball thy new Dominions chain 

The watry kingdoms, and, controul the main, 

Magellan's Qtraits to Gibralrar they join, 

Acroſs the ſeas a formidable line ; 

The ſight of adyerle Gaul we fear no more, 

But pleas'd ſee Dunkirk, now a guiltleſs ſhore ;.. 

In vain great Neptune tore the narrow ground, 

And meant his waters for Britannia's bound, 

Her giant genius takes a mighty ſtride, 

And ſets his foot beyond th' incroaching tide, . On 


Ws, 


Jon. 


ale, 


On 
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On either bank the land it's maſter knows, | | 
And inthe midſt the ſubje& ocean flows. | 
So near proud Rhodes, acrols the raging flood, 
Stupendous form the vaſt Coloſſus ood, 
(While at one foot their thronging gallies ride, 
A whole hour's ſail ſcarce reach'd the further fide). 
Betwixt his brazen thighs, in looſe array, 
Ten thouſand ſtreamers on the billows play. 
By Har ley's counſels, Dunkirk now reſtot d 
To Britain's empire, owns her ancient lord, 
In him transfus'd his godlike father reigns, _ 
Rich in the blood which ſwell'd that patriot's veins, 
'Who boldly faithful met his ſovereign' s frown, 
And ſcorn'd for gold to yield th important town, 
His ſon was born the raviſh'd prey to claim, 
And France ſtilltremblesat an Harley's name. 
Afort ſo dreadtul to our Engliſh ore. 
Dur fleet ſcarce fear'd the ſands or tempeſt more, 
Whole vaſt expences to ſuch ſums amount, | 
That the tax'd Gaul (carce furniſk'd out th? Account, 
Whoſe walls ſuch bulwarks, ſuch vaſt tow'rs reſtrain, 
It's weakeſt ramparts are the rocks and main, 
His boaſt great Louis yields, and cheaply buys 


Thy friendſhip, AN NA, with the mighiy prize, .. 


Holland repining, and in grief caſt down, 

Sees the new glories of the Brisiſh crown: 

Ah! may they ne er provoke thee to the fight, 

Nor foes, more dreadful than the Gaul, invite, 

Soon may they hold the olive, ſoon aſſwage 

Their ſecret murmurs, nor call forth thy rage 

To rend their banks, and pour, at one command, 

Thy realm the ſea &er their precarious lane. 
Hence? 


Henceforth be thine, vice-gerent of the skies, 

'Scorn'd worth to raiſe, and vice in robes chaſtiſe, 
To dry the orphan's tears, and from the bar 
Chace the brib'd judge, and huſh the wordy war, 
Deny the curſt blaſphemer's tongue to rage, 
And turn god's fury from an impious age. | 
Bleſt change! the ſoldier's late deſtroying hand 
Shall rear new temples in his native land, 
Miſtaken zealots ſhall with fear behold, 
And beg admittance in our ſacred fold; 
On her own works the pious QUEEN-ſball le, | 
And turn her cares upon her fay*rire iſle. t 

So the keen bolt a warrior angelaims, 
Array'd in clouds, and wrapt in mantiing flames, 
He bears a tempeſt on his ſounding wings, 
And his red arm the forky vengeance flings; 


At length, heav\n's wrathappeas'd, he quits the war, 
To rowle his orb, and guide his deſtin'd ſtar, 
To ſhed kind fate, and lucky ours beſtow, ob 


And ſmile propitious on the world below. 
Around thy throne/ſhall faithfubnobles wait, 
Theſe guard the church, and thoſe direct the ſtate, 
To Briſtel, grace ful in mater nal tears, | 

The church her tow'ry forehead gently rears, - 

She begs her piousſont' aſſert her cauſe. 

Defend her rights, and re · inforce her laws, 

With holy zeal the ſacred work begin, 

To bend the ſtubborn, and the meek to Win. 
Our Oxfort's earl in careful thought ſhall ſtand, 

To raiſe hisQUEEN, and ave a ſinking land, 


The wealthieſt glebe to ray'nous Spaniards known, 


r * and makes the golden world our own. 


Content 


r, 


Content with hands unſoil'd to guard the prize, 


With piercing eye ſome ſearch where nature plays, 
And trace the wanton through her darkſome maze, 
Whence health from herbs ; from ſeeds how groves 


Some teach why round the ſun the i pheres advance, 
In the fix'd meaſures of their myſtic dance, 
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And keepthe ſtore with undeſiring eyes. 

So wound the tree that bore Heſperian gold, 
The ſacred watch lay curl'd in may a fold, 
His eyes up- xearing toth* untaſted prey, 

The ſleepleſs guardian waſted lite away. 
Beneath the peaceful alives, .rais'd by you, 
Her antient Pride (hall ey'ry art renew, | 
(The arts with you tam'd Harcourt ſhalldefend, 
And courtly Bolinbroke the mule's friend.) 


How vital ſtreams incireling eddies run. (begun, 


How tides, when heav'd by preſſing moons, o'erflow, 
And ſun- born Iris paints her ſhow'ry bow. 

In happy chains our daring language bound; 

Shall ſport no more in arbitrary ſound, + 2 

But buskin'd bards henceforth ſhall wiſely rage, 


And Grecian plans reform Britannia's ſtage ; 


Till Congreve bids her (mile, Auguſia ſtands 

And longs to weep when flowing Rowe commands. 
Eritain's Speftat ors ſhall their ſtrength combine 

To mend our morals, and our taſte refine, 

Fight virtues cauſe, ſtand up in wit's defence; 

Win us from vice, and laugh us into ſenſe. 

Nor, Prior, haſt thou hufh'd the trump in vain, 

Thy lyre ſhall now revive her mirthful ſtrain, 

New tales ſhall now be told; if right I ſee, 
The ſoul of Car is reſtor'd in thee. - 
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Garth, in majeſtick numbers, to the ſtars 
Shall raiſe moe heroes, and fantaſtick wars: 
Like the young ſpreading laurel, Pope, thy name 
Shoots up with ſtrengih, and riſes into tame; 
With Philips ſhall the peaceful vallies ring, 
And Britain hear a ſecond Spencer ſing. 
That much-lov'd youth, whom Urrech's walls confine, 
To BriftoÞs praiſes ſhall his Straſford's join 
He too, fromwhom attemive Oxford draws 
Rules for juſt thinking, and Poetick laws, 
To growing bards his learned aid ſhall lend. 
The ſtricteſt critick, and the kindeſt friend. 
Ev'n mine, a baſhfulmuſe, whoſe rude eſſays 
Scarce hope for pardon, not aſpire to praiſe, 
Cheriſh'd by you in time may grow to fame, 
And mine ſuryive with Briſfol's glorious name. 

Fir d with the views this glitt ring ſcene diſplays, 
And ſmit with paſſion for my country's praiſe, 
My artleſs reed attempts this lofty theme, 
Where ſacred Is rowls her autient ſtream, 
In cloyſter'd domes the great Philippa 's pride, 
Where learning blooms, whllefame and worth preſide, 
Where the fifth Henry's arts and arms was taught, 
And Edwardtorm'd his Creſſy, yet unfought, 
Where laurel'd bards have ſtruck the warbling ſtrings, 
The ſeat of ſages, and the nurſe of kings. 
Here thy commands © Lancaſter, inflame 
My eager breaſt, to raiſe the Bri#xh name, 
Urge on my Soul, with no ignoble pride, 
To woo the muſe, whom Addiſon enjoy dl, 
See that bold ſwan to heay'n ſublimely ſoar, 
Purſue at diſtance, and his Reps adore, - 
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AY 


E 
AN 

TO THE 
Creator of the World. 


Occaſion'd by the 


FRAGMENTS of ORPHEUS. 


ne, 


fide, WM 


Quid prius dicam ſolitis Parentis 
Laudibus ?- 1 
nos, 2 mare & terras variſſiue mundum 
Temperat horis? 
Unde nil majus generatur i pſo, 
Nec viget quicquam ſimi.e aut ſecundum, Horat. 
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G 


TO THE 


Following 0 D E. 


1 


1 the Prajjes of "#he Author of - Nature, which | 


is t he Ait teſt Subject for the Sublime way of Writing, 
was the woſt antiert Uſe of Poetry, cannot be learn'd from 
a more proper inſtance (next to Examples of Holy Writ) 
than from the Greek Fragments of Orpheus; 4 Reliqu 
of great Antiquity : They cantain ſeveral. Verſes poncerving 

God, and his making and governin; the Univerſe; whith, 

tho' imperſett, have many noble Hints and lofty Expreſſions. 
Yet whether theſe Verſes were indeed written by that celebra. 
ted Father of Poetry and Muſick, who preceded Homer, 
or by Onomacritus-who lived about. the Time of Piſiſtra- 
tus, and only contain ſome of the Doctrines of . 
is a Queſtion of little uſe of e 


A large Paraphraſe of Thee e in French Feb has been pre- 
„ia d to the Tranſlation of Phocylides, but in à flat Stil, 
much inferior to the Deſign. The following Ode, with man 
\ Alterations and Additions proper to a Modern Poem, i 
attempted upon the ſame Model, in a Language which hgv- 
ing ſfironger Sinews than the French, is, by the Confeſſn 
of heir beſt Critick Rapiu, more capable of Jufiningeree 
Subjects. 
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AN 


INTRODUCTION 


TO THE. t 


C reator of the World, 


Occaſion'd by tbe 
FRAGMENTS of 0H 
4. : ; 22480 

* — Muſe unfeign'd! O true celeſtial fire, ek 
Stile, Brighter than that which rules the day, 
man Deſcend ? a mortal tongue inſpire 
m, 1 To ſing ſome great immortal la 1 
bar. Begin, and ſtrike aloud the conſecrated lyre! | | 
ella Hence ye prophane! be farawaoay ß 
£196 Hence all ye impious ſlaves that box 


To idol luſts, or aliars ra'fe | Gn fy no 


; And to falſe heroes give fantaſtick praiſe! 
L Ni | G 2 And 


And hence ye 2 who to a crime your (; purions 
Beingsowe!  » 
But hear O heav'nand-earth and fea; profound! ! 
Hear ye unfathom'd deeps below, : 
And let your ecchoing vaults repeat the ſognds, 
Let nature, trembling all around, 
Artend her maſter's awful name, 
From whom heav'n, earth, and ſeas, and all the wide 


Creation came. 
1, 


1 poke the great command, and light, 0 
Heav'n's eldeſt born and faireſt child, 
Flaſh'd inthe low ring face ot ancient night, 
And, pleas d with its own birth, ſerenely ſmil'd. 
"The ſons of morning. on the wing, 
Hov'ring in choirs his praiſes ſing, 
When from th' unbounded yacuous ſpace 
A beauteous rifing world they ſaw; 
When nature ſhew'd her ye: unfiniſh'd face, 
And motion took th” eftabliſh'd law 
To roll the various globes on high ; 
When time was taught his infant wings to try, 
W from the Harrier ſprung to his appointed race. 


III. 


3 almighty, Rill the ſame! 
Tis he, the great inſpiring mind, 
That animates and moves this univerfal frame, 
Preſent at once in all, and by no place confin'd; 
Not heav'n itſelf can bound his (way, | 
Beyond th* untrayell'd limits of the 5ky, 


*. 
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þ 


Inviſible to mortal eye 

He dwells in uncreated day; 

Without beginning, without end; tis ke 97 
That fills th unmeaſur'd dew, 0 did dl vaſt ir 


. 


What pow'r but his can rule the changeful main, ; 
And wake the ſleeping ſtorm, or its loud rage reſtrain? 

When winds their gather d forces "> AE 

And the chaf'd ocean proudly ſwells in vain, 
His voice rec laims th impetuous roar; 

In murm'ring tides th' abated billows fly, 

And the ſpent tempeſt dies vpon ihe ſhore. 

The meteor warld is his, heav'n's wintry ſtore, - 
The moulded hail, the feather'd ſnow z 


| The fummertbreeze; the ſoft refreſhing ſhow'r, 


The looſe divided cloud, and many colour'd bow; 
The crooked lightning darts around 
His ſowreign orders to ful fil; < 
The ſhooting flame abeys th eternal will, 7 
Launch'd from his hand, inſtruQted where to kill, 
Or rive the mountain oak. or blaſt th 9 
V., 

Yee pleas'd to bleſs, indulgent to ſupply. 
He, with a father's tender care, 
Supports the num'rous family 
That peoples carth, and ſea, and air, 

From nature's giant race, th' enormous elephant, 

Down to the inſect worm, and creeping ant; 

From th' eagle ſoy'reign of the sky, 


G 3 To 
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To each inferior feather'd brood,  *' - F 
From crowns, and purple majeſty,” | | 
To humble ſhepherds onthe plain, Th 
His hand unſeen divides to all their food, | 
And the whole world of lite ſuſtains, 


vl 

2 At one e wide view bis eye ſurveys TY 
His wol ks, in every diſtant clime * 5 5 ] 
He ſhifts the ſeaſons, months, and days, 

The ſhort:liv'd offspring · of revolv ing time; 
By turns they die, by turns are born; = 
Now chearful ſpring the circle leads © : 
And ſtrows with flow'rs, the ſmiling meads;- © | 
Gay ſummer next whom ruffet robes adorn, | 
And waving fields of yellow corn; 4 

Then autumn, who with laviſh Frores the ap of nature 


5 f 


Decrepit winter, laggard inthe ce 
(Like feeble age oppreſt with pain) 
A heavy ſeafon does maintain, 
With driving ſnows, and winds, drain; oh 
l Tin ſpting recruited to adyance, Fo TR 1 5G 
The various year rowls round again. 
VII. 
But who, thou great ador'd ! who can withſtand | 
The terrors of thy lifted band, 
When long provok'd, thy wrath awakes, 


And conſcious nature to her center ſhakes ? 
Rais'd by thy yoice, the thunder flies, 


Hurling 


—_— G 
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Hurling pale fear, and wild confuſion round; 
How dreadful is th' inimitable ſound, 

The ſhock of earth, and ſeas, and labour of the skies! 
Then where's ambition's haughty creſt ?. | 
Where the gay head ot wanton pride? 

See! tyrants fall, and wiſh the opening ground 
Wou'd take them quick to ſhades of reſt, 
And in their common parent's breaſt 

From thee their bury'd forms for ever hide; 

In vain tor all the elements conſpire, 
The ſhatter d earth, the ruſhing ſea, | 
Tempeſtuous air, and raging fire, 

To 8 vile mankind, and fight for thee; 
Nor death it ſelf can intercept the blow, 

Etet nal is the guilt, and without end the woe. - 


* VIII. N 
e ä 3 | 
5 O Cyrus! Alexander! Julius! all | a” 
Ye mighty lords that ever rul'd this ball, 


Once gods of earth, the living deſtinies 
That made a hundred nations bow? 
Where's your extent of empire now? 

Say where preſery'd your phantom glory lies? 
Can braſs the fleeting thing ſecure ? 
Enſhrin'd in temples does t ſtay? 

Or in huge amphitheatres endure 

The rage ot rowling time, and ſcorn decay? 

Ah no! the mouldring monuments of fame 
Your vain deluded hopes betray, 

Nor ſhew th' ambitious founder's name, 

Mix'd with your ſelves in the ſame maſs of clay. 

G4. IK, 
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| IX, 
Proceed my muſe! time's waſting thread purſue, 
And ſee at laſt th* unravell'd clue, | 
When cities fink, and kingdoms are no more, 
And weary nature ſhall her work give o'er. 
Behold th' almighty judge on high! 
See in his hand the book of fate! 
Myriads of ſpirits fill the sky 
T* attend, with dread ſolemnity, 
The world's laſt ſcene, and time's concluding date; 
The feeble race of ſhort-liv'd vanity 
And ſickly pomp at once ſhall dye; 
Foul guilt to midnight caves will ſhrink away, 
Look back, and tremble in her flight, 
And curſe at heav'n's purſuing light, 
Surrounded with the vengeance of that day. 
How will you then, ye impious, ſcape your doom, 
Se't.judg'd, abandon'd, overcome? | 
. Your clouds of painted bliſs ſhall melt before your Gght, 
Yet ſhall you not the giddy chace reſraio, 
Nor hope more ſolid bliſs t obtain, 
Nor once repeat the joys you knew before ; 
But fi zh a long eternity of pain, 
Toſt in an ocean of deſire, yet never find a ſhore, 


X. 


But ſee where the mild ſov reign ſitsprepar'd 
His better ſubje&s to reward ! | 
Where am I now! what pow'rdivine 
Tranſports me! what immortal ſplendors ſhine! 
Torrent? 


te, 


ht 


t 
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We of hb that oppeſs the "KO ! e 
What joys, celeſtial king! thy throne ſurround! _ 
The ſun, who, with thy borrow'd beams ſo bright, 
Sees not his peer in all the ſtarry round, 

Wou'd here diminiſh'd fade away, 

Like his pale ſiſter of the night, 
When ſhe reſignsher delegated light, 

Loſt in the blaze of day, 

Here wonder only can take place 

Then muſe, th' ad ventrous flight forbear! 
Theſe myſtick ſcenes thou eanſt no farther trace; 
Hope may ſome boundleſs future bliſs embrace, 

But what, or when, or how, or where, 
Are mazes all, which fancy runs in vaing 
Nor can the narrow cells of human brain 
The valt immeaſurable thbught contain, 
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In Honour of 


St CECILIA's my 
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— DRYDEN. 


— — 


Was at the royal feaſt; for Pena won, 
By Philip's warlike ſon; 
. Aloft in awful ſtage 
The god-Elixe heroe late 
On his imperial throne: 


His valiant peers were plac'd around; 
b Their 
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0 Their brows with roſes and with myrtles bound. 
£] (o ſhou d deſert in arms be crown'd :) - 
The lovely Thais by his ſide, 
Sate like a blooming eaſtern bride 
In flow'r of youth and beauty's pride. 
Happy, happy, happy pair! 
None but the brave 
None but the brave 
0 None but the brave deſerves the fair, 
*. CHORUS. 
Happy, happy, happy pair! 
None but the brave, 
None but the brave 
None but the brave deſerves the fair. 
| II. 


151. 


92 


Timotheus plac'd on high 
Amid the tuneful quire; 
With flying fingers touch'd the lyre: 
The trembling notes aſcend the sky, 
And heav'nly joys inſpi pire. 
V. The ſong began from YJove; - 
Who left his bliſsful leats above, 
maj (Such is the pow'r of mighty love.) 
Dcagon's fiery form bely'd rhe god: 
jo Sublime on radiant ſpires he rode, 
When he to fair Olympia preſs d, 
And while he ſought her ſnowy breaſt, 
Then, round her ſlender waiſt he curl'd, - 
And ſtamp'd an ** n a ſov'raign of the 
(world. 
The liM'ning crowd 0 Gelshy found, 
Aprelent deity, they ſhdut around: 


EA preſent deity the vaulted roofs rebound. | 
if With 
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With raviſh'd ears 
The monarch bears, 
Aſſumes the god, 
Affects to nod, A 
And ſeems to ſhake the ſpheres. 
CHORUS. 
With raviſh'd ears 
The monarch hears, 
Aſſumes the god, 
Aﬀetts to nad, 
And ſeems to ſhake the ſpheres. 
III. 
The praiſe of Bacchus then, the ſweet muſician ſung; 
Of Bacchus eyer fair, and ever young : 
The jolly god in triumph comes; 
Sound the trumpets; beat the drums, 
Fluſh'd with a purple grace 
He ſhews his honeſt face, 
Now gives the hautboys breath; he comes, he comes, 
Bacchus ever fair and young, 
Drinking joys did firſt ordain : 
Bacchus bleſſings are a treaſure 
Drinking is the toldier's ne. 3 
Rich the treaſure; 
Sweet the pleaſure ;. 
Sweet is pleaſure after pain. 
CHORUS. 
Bacchus bleſſings are 4treaſure ; 
Drinking is the ſoldisr's,pleaſure ; 
Rich the treaſure ; 
Sees the pleaſure ; 
Sweet is pleaſure after pain. * 


IV. 
Sooth'd with the ſound the king grew vain 5- 
Fought all the battles o'er again; 
And thrice he routed all his toes, and thrice he ſlew: the 
(Aain- 


The maſter ſaw the madneſs riſe; 
His glowing cheeks, his ardent eyes; 
And while he heay'n and earth defy'd, . 
Chang d his hand, and check'd.his pride. 
He choſe a mournful muſe 
Soft pity to infuſe :- 
He ſung Darius great and good, 
g; By too ſevere a tate, 
Fallen, fallen, fallen, fallen; 
Fallen from his high eſtate, 
And weltring in his blood: 
Deſerted at his utmoſt need, 
By thoſe his former bounty fed; 
es, On the bare earth expos d he lies, 
Wich not a friend to cloſe his eyes. 
With down=caſt looks the joy leſs victor ſate, 
Revolving in his alter d ſoul ö 
The various turns of chance below. 
And, now and then, a ſigh he ſtole; 
And tears began to flow, 
: CHORUS, 
Revolving in his altar d ſoul 
The various turus of chance below 
And, nom and then, a ſigh he ſtole; 


And tear; began to flow, 
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2 
The mighty maſter ſmil'd to ſee 


That love was in the next degree: 
Tas but a kindred-ſound:to move; 
For pity melts the mind to love. 
Soft ſweet, in Lydian meaſures, 
Soon he ſoothꝰd his ſoul to — ures. 
War, he ſung, is toil and trouble; 
Honour but an empty bubble. 
Never ending, ſtill beginning, 
Fighting ſtill, and ſtill deſtroying, 
It the world be worth thy winning, 
Think, O think, it worth enjoying. 
Lovely Thais ſits befides thee; . 
Take the good the gods provide thee... 
The many rend the skies, with loud applauſe, 
So love was crown'd, but muſick won the cauſe.” 
The prince, unable to conceal his porn” 
Gaz'd'oa the fair? 
Who caus'd his care, 
And ſigh d and look'd, and fi igh'd and Ivok'd? 
Sigh'd and look'd, and ſigh'd again: 
At length, with love and wine at once oppreſs d, 
The yanquiſh'd victor ſunk upon ber break. 
CHORUS. 
The prince, unable to conceal his pain, 
Ga d on the fair 
4 Whocaus i bis A 
And bgh'J and look'd, (gd and lo d, 
Sigh'd and look d, and eb A again; 
At length, with love and wine at once oppreſs d. 
The vanquiſh d victor ſunk upon her breaſt. 
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Now ſtrike the golden lyre again: N. 
Alowder yet, and yet a louder ſtrain, 
Break his baudsof ſleep aſunder, 
And rouze him, like a rattling peal of thunder.” 82 
Hark, hark, the horrid ſound 
Has rais'd up his head, 
As awak d from the dead. 
And amaz'd, he ſtares around. 
Revenge, revenge, Iimothius cries, 
See the furies ariſe ! 
See the ſnakesthatthey rear, 
Ho they hiſs in their hair, 
And the ſparkles that fla ſn from their cJea! 


Behold a ghaſtly band, 
Each a torch in his hand! 
Thoſe are Grecian ghoſts, that in batile were lain, 
And unbury'd remain, 
Inglorious on the plain. 
Give the vengeance due 
To the valiant crew. 


Behold how they toſs their torches on high, | 
How they pointto the Pirſian abodes, | 

And glite ring temples of their hoſtile godo 

The princes applaud, with a furious joy; 

Andthe king ſeiz'd a flambeau, with zeal to deſtroy; | 
. Thaisled the way, © | 
Io light him to his prey, . 

And, like another Helen, fir d another . 


1 , 
I ««<S 


15 ee eee ene 


136 AM ODE. 
CHORUS, 
And the king ſeix d a flambeau, with zeal to REES: 
Thais led the way, | 
To light him 10 his prey, 
Aud, lite another Hellen, fir'd another Troy. 
VII. 
. Thus, long ago 
Ere having bellows learn'd to blow;. 
While organs yet were mute; 
Timotheus, to his breatbing flute, 
And ſounding:lyre, 
Cou's ſwell the ſoul to rage, or kindle ſoft deſite: 
At laſt divine Cecilia came, 
laventreis of the vocal frame; 
The ſweet enthuſiaſt, from her ſacred ſtore, 
Enlarg'd the former narrow bounds, 
And added length to ſolemn ſounds ; 4 
With natare's mother-wit, and arts unknown before, 
Let old Timothens yield the prize; 
Or both divide the crown; 
He rais'd a mortal to the skies; 
She drew an angel down. 
Grand CHORUS. 
ft laſt, divine Cecilia came, 
Inventrejs of ibe vocal frame; 
The user entbuſiaf, from her ſacred flore, 
Enlarg'd the former narrow bounds ; _ 
And added lengtha0 ſolemn ſounds, 
With nature's mother- wit, and arts unknown before. 
Let old Timotheus yield the prize, * 
Or both divide the crown ; 
- Herais'd mortal to the skies; 
e Are an angel deus. THE 
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Dre, 


PRI the ˙ M—. At... 


Alexis and Menalcas. |} 


Men, Jy Ehold, Alexis, ſee this gloomy ſhade, 

Which ſeems alone for ſorrow's ſhelter: 
made * | 

Where the glad beams of light can never 0 

But night ſucceeding night excludes the day; 

Where never birds with harmony repair, 

And lightſome notes, to cheer the dusky air, 

To welcome day, .or bid the fun farewel, 

&y morning lark, or ev'ning Philomel, 


1E. 


Nov let bere, nor daiſie, er was feen, 


peedy budding flow'r, norſpringing green: Y 
tmyrtle, and the bluſhing roſe, 3 * 

Here baleful yew with deadly cypreſs grows, wand -. 
Here then, extended on this wither'd moſs Th 
We'll lie, and thou ſhal: fi ing of Albion's loſs, Ea 
Of Albion's loſs, and of Paſtora's death; N 
ne 


Begimthy mourning ſong, os thy pen) hrgath. 


Alex, Ah woe too great! ab theme, which we ex- 
ceeds 3 


The lowly lays of humble mepherd 's reeds! 


or could ſing inverſe of equal ſtrain | 
With the Sialian bard, or A ſwain J a 
Or melting words, And moving numbers ebuſe, 
Sweet as the Britiſh Colin's mourning muſe 
Could l, like him; in tune ful grist cel YE 
Agd mourn like Stelia for her / -ftrofel Ugh { 
Then might raiſe my voice, (ſecure of 40 

And with metodious woe the yaleys fill; 
The lift 'ning Echo on my ſong ſhould wait, Ex 
And hollow rocks Paſtoras name repeat; 
Bach whiſtling wind, and murm'ring ſtream ſhould tell 
How lov'd ſhe liv'd, and how lamented —_ 


Men. wert thou with ev oY ray, andlawrel crowa'd,.. 
And high as Pan himſelf in ſong renown'd, . | 
Yet would not all thy art avail to ſhow Ne 


Verſe worthy ol her name, or ot our woe: 15 Nor 
| ut 


el 


My pipe no longer now thy pow obeys; 4 
Learnto lament, my muſe, to-weep, — — 
Thy ſpringing lawrels all to cypreſs turn; 

Wound with thy diſmal cries the ten der airy 

And beat thy ſnowy breaſt; and rend thy yellaw hair; 
From hence, in utmoſt wilds thy dwelling chuſe, . 
Egon Malia, ſorrow is my muſe. 


OF LEXIS: 335 


But ſuch true paſhon in thy face appears, 

jn thy pale lips, thick ſighs, and guſhing tears;. 

Such tender ſorrow in thy heart I read, 

As ſhall ſupply thy skill, if not exceed. 

Ther leave this common form of dumb diſtreſs, 

Each vulgar grief can ſighs, and tears express 
Inſweet complaining notes thy paſſion vent, 


And not in ſighs, but words, explaining ſi ighs, fement. 
Alex, Wild be my words — wild my Sun er 


Artleſs as nature's notes in birds untaught; 
Boundleſs my-verſe, and roving be my ſtrains, 


Various as low'rs on unfrequent ed plains; sn 
And thou Thalia, darling of my breaſt, 4 
By whom inſpir'd Iſung at Comus feaſt, - 0 


While in a ring the jolly rural throng 
Have ſat, and ſmil'd to hear my chearful ſong g- 
Begon, with all allthy mirth, and ſprightly * 2115 


” 


Imourn Paſt ora dead, let Albion . 
And ſable clouds her chalty cliffs adorn. 


No more theſe woods ſhall with her ſight be bleſs'd,.. 


Nor with hex feet theſe flow'ry plains be preſs'd 
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No more the winds ſhall with her treſſes play, 


And from her balmy breaſt ſteal ſweets away; 5 
No more theſe riverschieartully.ſhajl pals; . A fa 
Pleas'd to refle& the beauties of her face; | Wi 
While on their banks the wand'ring locks have ſtood Fur 
Greedy of \ight, and negligent of 0h%0 . 1 
n 

No more the nymphs hall with ſoft tales delight As 
Her ears, no more with dances pleale her light , So d 
Nor ever more ſhall ſwain make ſong of mirth. - To! 
To bleſs the joyous day that gave her birth :_ Hur 
Loſt is that day, which had from her iti ligbt 3 Thu 
For ever loſt with her in endlefs night ; Ah; 
In endleſs night, and arms of death ſhe lies, Ieh 


Death in eternal ſhades has ſhui . s Eyes. 


Lad. mourn yewincbedſwaing 
Stray, allye fipcks, and deſartbe, yeplains,. 


Sigh, all ye winds, and weep, ye chryital floods, | F. 

-- Reſp e eee all ye , May 

Let. 

tub abode hr hay cf; * | Thit 

Val: 

Within a diſmal grott, which dimes furround,. Thit 

All cold ſhe lies upon th' unwhollom ground; Neg 

The marble weeps, and with a ſilent pace The 

It's trickling tears diftil upon her face, And 
Falſly ye weep, ye rocks, and falſly mourn!. 

Por never will you let the nymph return! 1 

With a feign'd grief the faithlefs tomb relents,. Not 


And like the Crocodile its prey laments. 


aint, 


F ALEXIV. 14 


O ſhe was heay'nly fair in face, and mind! 
Never in nature were ſuch beauties joyn'd! 
Without all ſhining, and within all white ; 
ture to the ſenſe, and pleaſing to tho ſight, | 
Like ſome rate low'r, whoſe leaves all colours d 
And op'niny is with ſweeteſt odours fill d. 
As lofty piues o'ertop the lowly red, 
So did her graceful height all nymphs exceed; 
To which excelling beight ſhe bore a mind 
Humble as oſiers bending to the wing. 
Thus excellent ſhe wa. -x 
Ah wretched fate! ſhe was, but is no more:: 
Help me ye hills, and valleys to deplore. 


4 mours Paſtora dead, 6 — 
And ſable clouds her chalky cliffs adorn. 


From that bleſt earth, on which her body lies 


May blooming flow'rs, with tragrant ſweets ariſe: 


Let Myrrhaweeping aromatick gum, 
And ever- living lawrel ſhade her tomb: 
Thither let all th induſtrious bees repair, | 
Unlade their thighs, and leave their honey there; 
Thither let Fairies, with their train reſort, 465: 
Neglect their revels, and their midnight ſport, _ 
There in unuſual wailings waſte.the night, 

And watch her by the fiery glow-worm's light. 


— 


There may no diſmal yew, nor cypreſs grow, 
Nor holly-buſh, nor * een q 


| | Let 
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"T2 The Miurning Muſe | 
Let each unlucky bird far build hisneſt, 
And diſtant dens receive each howling beaſt; 
Let wolyes begone, and ravens put to flight, 
With hooting owls, and bats, that hate the light, 
But let the ſighing doves their ſorrows bring, 
And nightingalesinſweet complainings ſing; 
Let ſwans from their forſaken rivers fly, 
And ſick/ning at hex tomb make haſte to dye, 
That they may help to. ſing her elegy. 
Let echo too in mimick moan deplore, 
And cry with me, Paſtora is no more. 

1 mourn-Paſtora dead, let Albion mourn, 

Ant ſable clouds her chatky chffs adorn. 
And ſee the heav'ns to weep in dew prepare, 
And heavy miſts obicure the burd'ned air; 
A ſuddain damp der all the plain is ſpread, 
Each lilly folds its leaves, and hangs its head. 
On ev'ry tree the. bloſſoms turn to tears, 
And ev'ry baugha:weeping moiſture bears. 
Their wings the feather'd airy people droop, 
And flocks beneath their dewy fleeces ſtoop. 

The rocks are cleft ; and new deſcending rills A 
Furrow the brows of all th* impending hills. T. 
The water- gods to floods their iv lets turn, Ai 
And each with ſtreaming eyes ſupplies his wanting urn. B. 

The Fawnsforſake the woods, the nymphs the groye, V 
And round the plain in ſad diſtractions rove; - 
In prickly. brakes their tender limbs they tear, | L« 
And leave on thorns their locks of golden hair, St 

With their ſharp nails themſelves the ſatyrs wound, 8e 
. And tugg their ſhaggy beards, and bite with grief the Te 

Il Pan himſelf beneath a blaſted oak (ground. N. 
Dejected lies, his pipe in pieces broke; See 
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See Pales 2 too, in wild deſpair, _ 

And to th&piercing winds her boſom bare! 
And ſee yond fading myrtle, where appears 

Tie queen of love all bath'd in flowing tears; 


* 


: 


See how ſhe wings her hands, and beats her breaſt, 


And tears her uſcleſs girdle from her waſte! 

Hear the ſad murmurs of her ſighing dayes, 

For grief they ſigh, forgetful of their loves. 
Lo Love himſelf with heavy woes oppreſt! 


Then lays his limbs upon the dying grafs, 
And all with tears bedews his beauteous face; 
With tears which from his folded lids ariſe ; 
And even Love himſelf has weeping eyes. 
All nature mourns; the floods, and rocks deplore, 
And cry with me, Paſtora is no more! 
I mourn Paſtora dead, let Albion mourn, 
And ſable clouds her chalky cliffs adorn. 
The rocks can melt, and air in miſts can mourn, 


See how his ſorrows ſwell his tender breaſtz © - 
His bow he, breaks, and wide his arrows flings, 4 
And folds his little arms, and hangs his drooping wingsz 


And floods can weep, and winds to ſighs can turn; 


The birds in ſongs their ſorrows can diſcloſe, 


And nymphs, and ſwains in words can tell their woes ; 


But oh! behold that deep, and wild deſpair, 


Which neither winds cam ſhew, nor floods, nor air. 
See the great ſhepherd, chief of all the ſwains, - 


Lord of theſe woods, and wide extended plaitis, 


Stxetch'd on the ground, and cloſe to earthhis face, 


Scalding with tearsth' already fading graſs, 
To the cold clay he joyns his throbbing breaſt, 
No more within Paſtora's arms to reſt | 


No 
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144 The Mourning Muſe, &c. 
No more! forthoſe once ſoft, and circling arms 
Themſelves are clay, and cold are all her charms : 
Cold are thoſe lips, which he no more muſt kiſs, 
And cold that boſom, once all downy bliſs, 
On whole ſoft pillows lull'd in ſweet delights, 
He us d in balmy ſleep to loſe the nights. 
Ah! where is all that love, and fondnefs fled 2 
Ah! where isall that tender ſweetneſs laid? 
To dirt muſt all that heay” n of beauty come! 
And muſt Paftora moulder in the tomb: 
Ah death! more fierce, and unrelenting far 
Than wildeſt wolyes, or ſavage tygers are; 
With lambs, and ſheep their hung ers are a ppeas'd; 
But ray'nous death the ſhepherdeſs has ſeiz'd. 
IT mourn Paſtora dead, let Albion mourn, 
Aud [able clouds her chalky cliffs adorn. 
Zut ſee, Menalcas, where a ſudden light 
With wonder ſtops my ſong, and ſtrikes my ſight ! 
And where Paſtors lies, it ſpreads ar ound, 
« Shewingall radiant bright the ſacred ground, 
While from her tomb, behold, a flame aſcends 
Of whiteſt fire, whoſe flight to he a v'n extends: 
; © On flacky wings it mounts and quick as ſight, 
Cuts thro! the yielding air with rays of light; 
Fill che blue firmamentat laſt it gains, 
And f xing there a glorious ſtar remains: 
Faireſt it ſeems of all that light the lies, 
As ones on earth were ſeen Paſtora's eyes. 
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